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PREF ACE. 


During the Advents, L8nts, and l\Ionths of 

Ltry, I have been accustomed to preach in the 
Church of the Oratory on points connecteJ with 
the spiritual life. These Adùresses have been 
yery familiar, and also, from long personal inter- 
cour::;e with lilY hearers, more intimate and aff0c- 
tionate than such Addresses would have been 
uuder different circumstances. I enjoyed the 
highest liberty which a preacher can have,-a 
tolerable certainty that I should not be nlisunder- 
stood, at least by those who habitually heard 
me; and of strangers and chance auùitors I 
naturally took no account. 
As these Addresses had neither the formality 
of Lectures, nor the dignity of Sermons, I hè.l.ve 
Leen accustomed to call them Conferences, using 
the word rather in a foreign than a native sense. 
A selection from the
e is now presented to the 
reader, as nearly in the forin in which they 
were preached, as I could remember. 
It has been my custom to have the notes of 
them, very full anù detailed, prepared severa.l 
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weeks, often several months, before delivering 
then1. They were then revised. before preach- 
ing, and very often annotated im
edìately after 
preaching, when necessary or desirable changes 
struck me in the act and fervour of deli,'ery. 
There is nothing which brings out any want of 
logical sequence, or any displ1oportionate arrange- 
Inent of thoughts, nlore vi\Tidly than the act of 
preaching, and I have repeatedly profited by 
this f.tet. The notes were then laid aside, some 
for two years, SOllle for one year, some for a 
few months, before I finally revised them for 
writing, and at last wrote thenl out. I have 
long adopted this custon1 with what concerned 
the Spil'itual Life, so as to secure Inyself fronl 
putting forth mere views struck out in a heat, 
and also that I might convert the opinions ex- 
IJressed, whatever their intrinsic value might be, 
into judgments ascertained with care, matured by 
experience, and revised with jealous repetition 
under various circumstances and in different 
moods of mind. 
There is a sort of general unity in the selection 
'which occupies this Volume, as the Conferences 
will be found on the whole to apply to matters 
closely related among themselves, and proper 
either to ono stage of the Spiritual Life, or to 
stages which have a close affinity with each other. 
They embody, also, certain views on the relation 
of O'I"ace to natural character, and on what mav 
o v 
be called the Xatural Side of the Supernatural 
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Life, which I regard as being of consiJerable 
im portance in these times, and to which I may 
hope to do more justice in a distinct work. I 
have purposely put theIn forward now in an un- 
formal way, though they lie as a complete and 
coherent system in my own mind. 
The publication of these Conferences, though 
not an unwilling one, is due to the persuasion of 
others. For I have been held back by the fear, 
and indeed the certainty, that I could not expect, 
:ullong the general readers of a Book, that safe 
interpretation of familiar affection, which makes 
even voice and look contribute to secure me, with 
nlY habitual hearers, frOlIl being misunderstood 
in the Chair of the Oratory. 
FRED. 'V. F ABERt. 


The London Oratory. 
Feast of The Immaculate Conception. 
18 5 8 . 
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o
 KINDXESS IN GEXEHAL. 


THE weakness of man, and the w'ay in which he is at 
the nlercy of external accidents in the worlJ, has always 
been a favourite topic with the moralists. They haye 
expJ.tiated upon it with so much anlplÏtude of rhetorical 
exaggeration, that it has at last produced in our minds 
a sense of unreality, against which ,ve rebel. 
Ian is 
no doubt very weak. He can only be passive in a 
thunderstorm, or run in an earthquake. The odds are 
3gainst him when he is managing his ship in a 
hurricane, or when pestilence is raging in the house 
where he lives. IIeat and cold, drought and rain, are 
his masters. He is weaker than an elephant, and sub- 
ordinate to the east wind. This is all very true. 
Nevertheless man has considerable powers, considerable 
enough to leave him, as proprietor of this planet, in 
possession of at least as luuch comfortable jurisdiction, 
as most landed proprietors have in a free country. lIe 
has one power in particular, which is not sufficiently 
dwelt on, and with which ,ve will at present occupy 
ourselves. It is the power of making the world happy, 
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or at least of so greatly dimini::;hing the anlount of un- 
happiness in it, as to Inake it quite a different world 
frOln what it is at present. This power is called kind- 
ness. 'file worst kinds of unhappiness, - as well as the 
greatest aIll0unt of it, come from our conduct to each 
other. If our conduct therefore were unùer the con- 
trol of kindness, it would be nearly the opposite of 
what it is, and so the state of the ,vorld would be almost 
reversed. 'Ve are for the most part unhappy, because 
the wodel is an unkind world. But the world is only 
-unkind for the lack of kindness in us units who conlpose 
it. N O\V if all this is but so much as half true, it is 
plainly worth our while to take some trouble to gain 
clear and definite notions of kindness. 'Ve practise 
more easily what we already know clearly. 
'Ve must first ask ourselves what kindness is. 
Words, which ,ve are using constantly, soon cease to 
have much distinct meaning in our minds. They be- 
come symbols and figures rather than words, and we 
content ourselves with the general iInpression they make 
npon us. Now let us be a little particular about lánd- 
ness, and describe it as accurately as we can. I{inc1ness 
is the overflowing of self upon others. 'Ye put others in 
the place of self. 'Ve treat thenl as we should wish to 
be treated ourselves. 'Ve change places with theIne For 
the time self is another, and others are self. Our self- 
love takes the shape of complacence in unselfishness. 
"\Ve cannot speak of the virtues without thinking of God. 
'Yhat would the overflow of self upon others be in lIim 
the Ever-blessed and Eternal? It was the act of 
creation. Creation was divine kindness. From it as 
li'onl a fountain, flow the possibilities, the powers, the 
blessings of all created kindness. This is an honourable 
genealogy for kindness. Then, again, kindness is the 
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coming to the rescue of others, when th('y need it and it 
IS in our power to supply what they need; and this is 
the work of the ...\..ttrilmtes of God towards His creature& 
IIis Oll1nipotence is for ever nlaking up our deficiency of 
power. IIis justice i
 continually correcting our erro- 
neous judgments. IIis mercy is always consoling om: 
fellow-creatures unùer onr hardhearteùness. II is truth 
is perpetually hindering the consequences of our false- 
hood. IIis onlniscience makes our ignorance succeed as 
if it were knowledge. IIis perfections are incessantly 
coming to the rescue of our imperfections. This is the 
definition of Providence; and kindness is olu'imitation 
of this divine action. 

IoreoYer kindness is also like di "ine grace; for it 
gives men something which neither self nor nature can 
give them. 'v'hat it gives them. is something of which 
they are in want, or something which only anothcr 
person can give, such as consolation; and besides this, 
the manner in which this is given is a true gift itself, 
better far than the thing given: and what is all this 
Lut an allegory of grace? Kindness adds sweetness to 
everything.. It is kindness which lnakes life's capabili- 
ties blossonl, and paints them with their cheering hues, 
and endows thenl with their invigorating fragrance. 
"1Iether it waits on its superiors, or nlinisters to its 
inferiors!, or disports itself with its equals, its work is 
marked by a prodigality whieh the strictest discretion 
cannot blanle. It does unnecessary work, which when 
done, looks the most necessary work that could be.. If 
it goes to soothe a sorrow, it docs In01'e than sooth it. If 
it relieves a want, it cannot do so without doing nlore 
than relieve it. Its manner is sonlething extra, and 
is the choice thing in the bargain. Even when it is 
economical in what it giH
r;, it is not econOlnical of 
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the gracefulness with which it giyes it. But what is all 
this like, except the exul1erance of the divine goyern- 
nlent? See how, turn which way we will, kindness is 
entangled mth the thought of God! Last of aÎl, the 
secret impulse out of which kindness acts is an instinct 
which is the nol11est part of ourselves, the most un- 
doubted renlnant of the image of God, which was given 
us at the first. 'Ye must therefore neyer think of kind- 
ness as being a common growth of our nature, comnlOn 
in the sense of being of little value. It is the nobility 
of man. In all its 1110difications it reflects a heavenly 
t
rpe. It runs up into eternallllysteries. It is a divine 
thin2; rather than a human one, awl it is hunlan because 
it springs from the soul of man just at the point where 
the divine image was grayen deepest. 
Such is kindness. Now let us consider its office in 
the worlll, in ol'ller that we may get a clearer idea of 
itself. It makes life nlore endurable. The burden of 
life presses heavily upon multitudes of the children of 
men. It is a yoke, very often of such a peculiar nature 
that fanÚliarity, instead of practically lightening it, 
makes it harder to hear. Perseycrance is the hand of 
tinle pressing the yoke clown upon our galled shoulder$ 
with all its might. There are ID2ny nlen to whom lifa 
is always approaching the unbearable. It stops only 
just short of it. 'Ve expect it to transgress every 
moment. But, without haying recourse to these ex- 
trClne cases, sin alone is sufficient to Inakc life intoler- 
able to a virtuous man. Âctual sin is not e3sential to 
this. The possibility of sinning, the danger of sinning, 
the facility of sinning, the tClllptation to sin, the exam- 
ple of so llluch sin arouncl us, and, aboye all, the sinful 
unwodhiness of 111en llluch better than ourselyes,- 
these are sufficient to Inake life drain us to the last 
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dregs of our endurance. In all these cases it is 
the office of kindness to nlake life more bearable; and 
if its success in its office is often only partial, SOlne 
aIllOunt of success is at least invariable. 
It is true that ,,"e lllake ourselves more unhappy than 
other people make us. No slight portion of this sclf- 
inflicted unhappiness arises from our sense of justice 
being so continually wounded by the events of life, 
while the incessant friction of the world never allows 
the wound to heal. There are some men whose pr::w- 
tical talents are completely swamped by the keenness 
of their sense of injustice. They go through life as 
failures, because the pressure of injustice upon them- 
selves, or the si 6 ht of its pressing upon others, has 
ulll11anned them. If they begin a line of action, they 
cannot go through with it. They are perpetually shy- 
ing, like a mettlesome horse, at the objects by the road 
side. They had nluch in them; but they have died 
without anything coming of them. Kindness steps 
forward to remedy this eyil also. Each solitary kind 
action that is done, the whole world oyer, is working 
briskly in its own sphere to restore the balance between 
right and wrong. The Inore kindness there is on the 
earth at any given moment, the greater is the tendency 
of the balance between right and wrong to correct itself, 
and remain in equilibdnm. Nay, this is short of the 
truth. IGnt1ness aBies itself with right to invade the 
wrong, and beat it off the earth. Justice is necess
rily 
an aggressive virtue, and kindness is the amiability of 
justice. 
l\Iindful of its divine origin, and of its Ilercc1itary 
descent frOln the prÏInal act of creation, this dear yirtue 
is for eyer entering into God's original dispositions as 
Creator. He meant the world to be a harpy world; 
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and kindness nleans it also. lIe gave it the power to 
he happy; and kindness was a great part Qf that 1'cry 
power. ]3y His benediction He commanded cr:eation 
to be happy; kindness, with its usual genial spirit of 
accommodation, now tries to persuade a world, which 
has dared to disobey a divine command. God looks 
"Over the fallen world, anc1repents that lIe nlade man. 
I\::indness sees less clem'l y the ruin of Goel's original idea 
than it sees still that first beneficent idea, and it sets to 
,vode to cleanse what is clefilerl, and to restore what is 
defacea. It sorrows oyer sin, but, like buoyant-hearted 
men, it finds in its sorrow the best inlpulse of its activity. 
It is labouring always in ten thousand places, and the 
work at which it labours is ah,-ays the same, to nlake 
God's ,vorlel n101'e like Ilis original conception of it. 
TIut, while it thus luinistcrs to IIinl as Creator, it is no 
less energetic and successful in preparing and enlarging 
His ways as Saviour. It is constantly winning strayed 
souls back to Irim, opening hearts that seemed obsti- 
nately closed, enlightening Ininc1s that had been wilfully 
darkened, skilfully throwing the succours of ..hope into 
strongholds that wete on the point of capitulating to 
despair, lifting endeavour fr0111 low to high, from high 
to higher, from higher to l1ighest. Everywhere kindness 
is the best pioneer of the Precious Blood. 'Ye often begin 
our own repentance by acts of kindness, or through them. 
Probably the majority of repentances have begun in the 
reception of acts of kindness, which, if not unexpected, 
touched nlen by the sense of their being so unc1eseryed. 
Doubtless the terrors of the Lorù are often the begin- 
ning of that wisdom, which we nan1e conversion; but 
men must be frightened in a kind way, or the fright 
'will only make them unbelieyers. IGndncss has con- 
verted more sinners than either zeal, eloquence, or 



ON JrINDNESS rn GE
"ERAL. 


7 


learning; and these three last have never converted any 
one, unless they were kind also. In short, kindness 
makes us as Gods to each other. Yet, while it 
lifts us so high, it sweetly keeps us low. For the con- 
tinual sense, which a kind heart has, of its own need of 
kindness, keeps it humble. There are no hearts to which 
kindness is so indispensable, as those that are exube- 
rantly kind themselves. 
But let us look at the matter from another point. 
'Vhat does kindness do for those to whom ,ve show it? 
'Ye haye looked at its office on a grand scale in the 
,vhole ,vorIel; let us narrow our field of obserT"ation, 
and see ,,1lat it does for' those who are its iUlnlediate 
objects. 'Vhat we note first, as of great consequence, is 
the irnmense pow"cr of kindness in bringing out the good 
points of the characters- of others. Almost all men have 
more goodness in them than the ordinary intercourse of' 
the w'orld enables us to discover. Indeed most nlen, 
we may be sure fronl glÏInpses we now and then obtain, 
carry with thenl to the grave much undeveloped nobility.. 
Life is seldom so varied or so ad,?enturous, as to enable 
a man to unfolel all that is in hiln. A creature, who 
has got capabilities in hinl to lhre for ever, can hardly 
haye room in three-score years to do more than giyo' 
specimens of what he llli ght be, and will be. But, 
beside this, who has not seen how disagreeable and 
faulty characters will expand under kindness? Gene- 
rosity springs up, fresh and vigorous, frOln under a 
superinclllubent load of meanness. l\Iodesty suddenly 
discloses itself from SOlne safe cavern where it has sur- 
vived years of sin. 'Virtues come to life, and in their 
infantine robustness strangle habits which a score of 
years has been spent in forn1Îng. It is wonderful what 
capabilities grace can find in the most unprolllising 
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character. It is a thing to be much pondered. Duly 
reflected on, it might alter our view of the world 
altogether. But kindness does not rey-eal these .things 
to us external spectators only. It reveals a man to 
himself. It rouses the long dormant self-respect, with 
which grace will speedily ally itself, and purify it by 
its alliance. Neither does it content itself with making 
a revelation. It developes as well as reveals. It gives 
these newly disclosed capabilities of virtue vigour and 
animation. It presents them with occasions. It even 
trains arrel tutors them. It causes the first actions of 
the recovering soul to be actions on high principles anel 
from generous motives. It shields anel defends moral 
convalescence from the dangers which beset it. 
4... kind 
act has picked up ma
y a fallen man, who has after- 
wards slain his tens of thousands for his Lord, and has 
entered the Heavenly City at last as a conqueror, amidst 
the acclamations of the saints and with the welcome of 
his Sovereign. 
It is not improbable that no man ever had a kind 
action done to him, who did not in consequence comlnit 
a sin less than he otherwise ,vould have done. I can 
look out over the earth at any hour, and I see in spirit 
innumerable angels threading the crowds of men, and 
hindering sin by all manner of artifices which shall not 
interfere with the freedom of man's will. I see also 
invisible grace, made visible for the moment, flowing 
straight from God in and upon and arounel the souls of 
men, and sin giving way, and yielding place to it. It 
is only in the deserts that I do not see it, and on the 
tracts of shipless seas, and the fields of polar ice. Dut 
together with grace and the angels there is a third band 
of diminutive figures, with veils upon their heads, which 
are flitting everywhere, making gloomy men smile, and 
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angry men grow meek, and sick men cease to groan, 
lighting up hope in the eyes of the dying, sweetening 
the heart of the bitter, and adroitly turning men away 
from sin just when they are on the point of conlmitting 
it. They seeIll to have strange power. 
Ien listen to 
them, who have been deaf to the pleading of angels. 
They gain admittance into hearts, before the doors of 
which grace has lost its patience and gone away. No 
sooner are the doors open than these veiled messengers, 
these cunning ministers of God, have gone and returned 
with lightning-like speed, and brought grace back with 
them. They are most versatile in their operations. 
One while they are the spies of grace, another while its 
sappers and miners, another while its light cavalry, 
another while they bear the brunt of the battle, and for 
more than five thousand years they have hardly known 
the meaning of defeat. These are the acts of kindness, 
which are daily enrolled in God's service from the 
rising to the setting of the sun; and this is the second 
work they do in souls, to lessen the number of their 
sins. There are fe-\V gifts more precious to a soul than 
to make its sins fewer. It i
 in our power to do this 
almost daily, and sometimes often in a day. 
Another work, which our kindness does in the hearts 
of others, is to encourage them in their efforts after 
good. IIabits of sin, even when put to death as habits, 
leave many evil legacies behind them. One of the most 
disastrous parts of their inheritance is discouragement. 
There are few things which resist grace as it does. 
Obstinacy even is more hopeful. '\Ye may see floods of 
grace descend upon the disheartened soul, and it shows 
no symptoms of reviving. Grace runs off it, as the rain 
runs from the roofs. 'Vhichever of its three forms, 
peevishness, lethargy, or delusion, it may assume, Goù's 
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mercy must lay regular siege to it, or it will neTer 
be taken. But we all of us need encouragement to 
do good. The path of virtue, even when it is not 
uphill, is rough and stony, and each day's journey is a 
little longer than our strength admits of, only there are 
no lneans of shortening it. The twenty-four hours are 
the SaIne to everybody, except the idle, and to the idle 
they are thirty-six:, far weariness and dulness. You 
lnay 10Te God, and love lEnl truly, as you do, and high 
motives Inay be continually before you. Nevertheless 
you nlust be quite conscious to yourself of being soon 
fatigued, nay perhaps of a normallassitú.de growing with 
JOlU. years; and you must remember how especially 
the absence of sympathy tried you, and hoW' all things 
began to look like delusion because no one encouraged 
you in your worIr. ...\1as! how many noble hearts have 
sunk uncler this not ignoble wearíness! IIow many 
plans for God's glory have fallen to the ground, which a 
bright look or a kind eye would have propped up. But. 
either because we were busy with our own work and 
never looked at that of others, or because we were j ea- 
lous and lookell coldly and spoke crítically, we haTe not 
conIC with this facile succour to the rescne, not so much 
of our brother, as of our dearest l..ord ltilllSclf! How 
many institutions for t11e comfort of the poor, or the 
sa-dng of souls, have languished, more for want of 
approbation than of nloney; and though S) mpathy is so 
cheap, the lone priest has struggled on tíll his solitude, 
his weariness, and his lack of sympathy have almost 
blamelessly given way beneath the burden, and the 
wolves haye rushed in upon that little nook of his 1\las- 
ter's sheepfold, which he had so lovingly partitioned off 
as his own peculiar work! 0 what a wretched thing it 
i" to be unkind! I think, with the thought of the Pre- 
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CiOU8 Blood, I can better face lllY sins at the last 
jndgment, than lllY unkindness, with all its miserable 
fertility of evil consequences. But, if we haye no 
notion of the far-reaching n1ischief which unkindness 
does, so neither can we rightly estilnate the good which 
kindness may do. Very often a heart is drooping. It 
is bending oyer itself lower and lower. The cloud of 
sadness thickens. Temptations lie all around, and are 
multiplying in strength and number every moment. 
Everything forebodes approaching sin. Not so much as 
a kind action, not so much as a kind word, but the 
mere tone of voice, the n}Cre fixing of tbe eye, has con- 
veyed sympathy to the poor suffering heart, and all is 
right again in one instant. The downcast soul has 
reTived lmJer that mere peep of human sunshine, ancl is 
encouraged to do bravely the very thing which in des- 
pondency it had almost resolved to leave undone. That 
coming sin might have been the soul's first step to an 
irretrievable ruin. That encouragement nlay be the 
first link of a new chain, which, when its length is 
finished, shall be calleel final perseverance. 
:Few men can ùo without praise, and there are fe,v 
circumstances under which a man can be praised with- 
out injuring hin1. IIere is a difficulty. It is wise to 
take a kindly view of all human infinnities, but it is not 
wise to humour them in act. Sonle men can do without 
the praise of others, because their own is so unfailing. 
Their vanity enables them to finù self-praise sufficient. 
,r anity is the n10st comfortable of vices. The nlisfor- 
tune is, that nevertheless it is a vice. Some try to do 
without praise, and grow moody anll critical, which 
shows their grace was not adequate for their attenlpt. 
80lne ùo without praise, because they are all for God: 
but alas! it woulù not occupy us long to take the cen- 
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SUS of that portion of the world's p9pulation. l\Iost 
men must have praise. Their fountains (hy up without 
it. Evcry one in authority knows this well enough. 
He has to learn to praise without seeming to praise. 
Now kindness has all the yirtues of praise without its 
viccs. It is equally medicinal without haying the 
poisonous qualities. When we are praised, we are 
praised at some expense, and at our own expense. 
Kindness puts us to no expense, while it enriches those 
who are kind to us. Praise always implies sonle degree 
of condescension; and condescension is a thing intrinsi- 
cally ungraceful, whereas kindness is the nlost graceful 
attitude one man can assume towards another. So here 
is another work it does. It supplies the place of praise. 
It is in fact the only sort of praise which does not injure, 
the only sort which is always and everywhere true, the 
only kind which those who are afraid of growing con- 
ceited may welcome safely. 
J\Ioreover kindness is infectious. No kinJ action ever 
stopped with itself. Fecundity belongs to it in its own 
right. One kind action leads to another. By one we 
commit ourselves to 1110re than one. Our example is 
followed. The single act of kindness throws out roots 
in all directions, and the roots spring up and make fresh 
trees, and the rapidity of the growth is equal to its 
extent. But this fertility is not confined to ourselves, 
or to others who may be kind to the same person to whom 
we have been kind. I
 is chiefly to be found in the 
person hi
llself whom we have benefited. This is the 
greatest work which kindness does to others, that it 
makes the11l kinll themselves. The kindest men are 
generally those who have received the greatest number 
of kindnesses. It does indeed sometimes happen, ac- 
cording to the law which in noble natures produces 
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good out of evil, that men who have had to feel the 
want of kindness are thenlsel ves lavishly kind when 
they have the power. But in general the rule is that 
kindness makeg men kinJ. As we become kinder our- 
selves by practising kindness, so the objects of our 
kindness, if they were kind before, learn now to be 
kinder, and to be kiud now if they were never so before. 
Thus does kindness propagate itself on all sides. Perhaps 
an act of kindness never dies, but extends the invisible 
undulations of its influence over the breadth of centu- 
ries. Thus, for all these reasons, there is no better 
thing, which we can do for others, than to be kind to 
them; and our kindness is the greatest gift they can 
recci Y'e, except the grace of God. 
There is always a certain sort of selfishness in the spi- 
ritual life. Thð Ol.Jer of charity rules it so. Our first 
considcration is the glory of God in the salvation of our 
own souls. 'Ye nlust take hold of this glory by that 
}landle first of all. Everything will be presumption and 
delusion, if it is taken in any other order. Hence, even 
while speaking of kindness, it is not out of place for us 
to consider the work which it docs for ourselves. We 
have seen what it does for the world. 'Ye have seen 
what it does for our neighbours. K ow let us see how 
it blesses ourselves. To be kind to ourselves is a very 
peculiar feature of the spiritual life, but does not conle 
within our range at present. Forenlost among the com- 
mon ways in which kind actions benefit ourseh'es nlay 
be nlcntioned the help they give us in getting clear of 
selfishness. The tendency of nature to love itself has 
lilore the char::tcter of a habit than a law. Opposite 
('onduct alwaJs tends to weaken it, which would hardly 
be the case if it were a law. Kindness moreover, partly 
from the pleasure which accompanies it, partly froIn the 
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blessing it draws down upon itself, anù partly from its 
BÌlnilitude to God, tends very rapidly to set into a well- 
fornled habit. Selfishness is in no slight degree a point 
of view fronl which we regard things. Kindness alters 
our view by altering OlU' point of view. Kow does 
anything tease us nlore than our selfishness? Does 
anything more effectually retard our spiritual growth? 
Selfishness indeed furnishes us with a grand opportu- 
nity, the opportunity of getting to hate ourselves, be- 
cause of the odiousness of this self-worship. But how 
few of us have got either the depth or the bravery to 
profit by this magnificent occasion? On the whole, 
selfishness 111USt be put clown, or our progress will cease. 
A series of kind actions tluned against it with playful 
courage,-and selfishness is, I will not say killed, but 
stunned; and that is a great con,"enience, though it 
is not the whole work acconlplished. Perhaps we lnay 
never come to be quite unselfish. IIowever there is 
but one road towards that, which is kindness; anlt 
ffiyery step taken on that road is a long stride heayen- 
warùs. 
Kindncss seems to know of SOllIe secret fountain of 
joy deep in the soul, which it can touch without rcveal- 
ing its locality, and cause to senel its waters upwards, 
and overflo,v the heart. Inward Imppiness ahnost 
always follows a kind action; and who has not long 
since experienced in hinlsclf, that inward happiness is 
tile atnlosphere in which great things are done for God? 
Furthermore, kindness is a constant godlike occupation, 
and Ï1nplies nlany supernatural operations in thosc who 
practise kindness upon the motivcs of faith. j\[uch 
gracc goes along with kindness, collateral graces 1110re 
than sufficient in themselves to luake a saint. Obser- 
'\ation would lead us to the conclusion, that kindnc
s 
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is not a native of the land of youth. J\Icn grow kinder 
as they grow older. There are of course natures which 
are kindly from the cradle. But not III any nlen have 
seen a really kind boy or girl. In like manner, as 
kindness in the natur
l worlJ implies age, in the spiri- 
tual world it inlplies grace. It does not belong to the 
feryour of beginnings, but to the solidity of progress. 
Indeed Christian kindness implies so much grace, that 
it almost assures the exercise of humility. .A.. proud 
man is seldom a kind man. IIun1ility Iuakes us kind, 
and kindness luakes us hunlble. It is one of the many 
instances, in the Inatter of the virtues, of good qualities 
being at once not only causes and effects together, but 
also their own causes and their own effects. It would 
be foolish to say that hunlility is an easy virtue. The 
very lowest degree of it is a difficult height to climb. 
But this much may be saiJ for kindness, that it is the 
easiest road to hUll1Ïlity, and infallible as well as easy: 
and is not humility just what we want, just what we 
are this moment coveting, just what will break down 
barriers, and give us free course on our way to Goel ? 
Kindness does so much for us that it would be a1most 
more easy to enumerate what it does not do, than to 
sum up what it does. It operates more energetically 
in some characters than in others. But it works "Won- 
drous changes in all. It is kindness which enables 
most men to put off the inseparable unpleasantness of 
youth. It watches the thoughts, controls the words, 
and helps us to unlearn early nlanhood's inveterate 
habit of criticisill. It is astonishing how nlasterful it is 
in its influence over our dispositions" and yet how 
gentle, quiet, consistent, and successful: It luakes us 
thoughtful and considerate. Detached acts of kindness 
may be the offspring of iUIPulsc. Yet he is lliostly a 
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good man, whose impulses are good. But on the long 
run habitual kindness is not a mere series of generous 
inlpulses, but the steadfast growth of generous delibera- 
tion. l\Iuch thought must go to consistent kindness, 
and much self-denying legislation. 'Yith most of us 
the very outward shape of our lives is, without fault of 
ours, out of harmony with persevering kindness. 'Ve 
have to humour circumstances. Our opportunities re- 
quire nlanagement, and to be patient in waiting to do 
good to others is a fine work of grace. It is on account 
of all this that kindness makes us so attractive to others. 
It imparts a tinge of pathos to our characters, in which 
our asperities disappear, or at least only give a breadth 
of shadow to our hearts, which increases their beauty by 
making it more serious. ",Ve also become manly by 
being kind. Querulousness, which is the unattractive 
side of Jouthful piety, is no longer noticeable. It is 
alive, because an ailing or an isolated old age nlay 
bring it to the surface again. But kindness at any rate 
keeps it under water; for it is the high tide of the 
soul's nobility, and bides many an unseemly shallow 
which exposed its uninteresting sand in early days, and 
will disclose itself once more by ripples and stained 
water when age comes upon us, unless we are of those 
fortunate few whose hearts get younger as their heads 
grow older. A kincl man is a man who is never self- 
occupied. lIe is genial; he is sympathetic; he is 
brave. How shall we express in one word these many 
things which kindness does for us who practise it? It 
prepares us with an especial preparation for the paths 
of disinterested love of God. 
K ow surely Jñe. cannot say that this subject of 
kindness is a'b unimportant one. It is in reality, as 
subsequent Conferences will show, a great part of the 
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spiritual life. It is found in all its regions, and 111 all 
of thenl with different functions, and in none of them 
playing 
m inferior part. It is also a peculiar pnrtici- 
pation of the spirit of Jesus, which is itself the life of 
all 11011ness. It reconciles worldly 11len to religious 
people; and really, however contelnptible worldly luen 
are in thenIsclves, they have souls to save, and it were- 
much to be wished that devout persons would 11lake 
their dcvotion a little less angular and aggressiye to 
",.orl(11y pcople, provided they can do so without lower- 
ing practice or conceding principle. Devout people are, 
as a dass, the lenst kind of all classes. This is a scan- 
dalous thing to say; but the scandnl of the fact i., so 
DIuch greater than the scandal of acknowledging it, that 
I will brave this last, for the sake of a greater good. 
lleligious people are an unkindly lot. Poor hunmn 
nature cannot do everything; and kindness is too often 
left uncultiyated, because lucn do not sufficiently under- 
stand its value. l\Ien nlny be charitaLle, yet not kind; 
merciful, yet not kind; self-denying, yet not kind. If 
they would add a little comnlon kindness to their 
unconIn10n graces, they would convert ten ,yhere they 
now only abate the prejudices of one. There is a sort 
of spiritual selfishness in devotion, which is rather to be 
regretted than condcnlnel1. I should not likc to think 
it is unnxoidable. Certainly its interfering with kinc1nc
s 
is not unavoidable. It is only a little difficult, and. ('aIls 
for watchfulness. I\:indncs
, as a grace, is certainly not 
sufficiently cultivated, while the self-grayitating, self- 
contelllplating, self-inspecting parts of the spiritual life 
are cultivated too exclusively. 
Rightl.r cOllsiclerca, kindness is the grand cause of 
Goù in the world. ,Yhere it is n
tural, it Hlllst forth- 
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with be supernaturalizetl. "11ere it is not natural, 
it lllust be supernaturally planted. "
hat is our life? 
It is a 111ission to go into eyery corner it can" reach, 
and reconquer for God's beatitude lIis unhappy world 
back to lIim. It is a devotion of 'ourselves to the 
bliss of the Divine Life by the beautiful apostobte of 
kindness. 
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Everywhere in creation there is a charIn, the fountain 
of which is iuyisible. In the natural, the 11101':11, and 
the spiritual world, it is the san1e. 'Ve are constantly 
referring it to causes, which are only its eífcets. Faith 
alone revcals to us its true ori
in. God is behind 
ever.rtlling. JIis sweetness transpires tllrough the thick 
shades whieh hide lIiu1, It conles to the surface, and 
,yith gentle nlastery overwhehl1s the whole world. The 
sweetness of the hi.lden GOll is t.he delight of life. It is 
the pleasantness of nature, and the consolation which is 
Oll1nipresent in all suffering. V( e touch IIÏIn; we lean 
on IIÏ1n; \ve feel IIim; we see b:r HiIn; always anù 
eyerywhere. Yet lIe makes I-lin1self so natural to us, 
that we almost overlook IIiul. Indeed, if it were not 
for faith, we should overlook lIiul altogethcr. lIis pre- 
sence is like light, whcn \ve do not see the face of the 
sun. It is like light on the stony folds of the lnountain- 
top, cOIning through rents in the waving clouds, or in 
tile close forest where the wind weavcs and unweaves 
tile canopy of foliage, or like the silver arrows of under- 
water light in t.he dcep blue sea, with coloured stones 
and bright weeds glancing there. Still God does not 
shine equally through all things. Some things are more 
transparent, other things n10re opaque. Smue have a 
greater capacity for disclosing God than others. In 
the lllOral world, with which alono we are concerned at 
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I)rescnt, kind thoughts have r., special power to let in 
upon us the light of the hidden God. 
'rhe thoughts of Iuen are a \yorId by themselvês, vast 
and populous. Each man' s thought
 are a worlll to 
hinlself. There is an astonishing breadth in the thoughts 
of eyen the 1110st narrow-n1inded man. Thus we all of us 
llaye an interior world to govern, and he is the only real 
king who governs it effectually. There is no doubt that 
,ve are very much influenced by external things, and 
that our natural dispositions are in no slight degree 
dependent upon education. K eyertheless our character 
is fonned within. It is manufactured in the world of 
our thoughts, and there we 111uSt go to influence it. 
He, who is lllaster there, is Inaster eyerJ-where. lIe, 
'whose energy covers his thoughts, coyers the whole 
extent of self. He has lIilTIself conlpletely under his 
own control, if he has learned to control his thoughts. 
The fountains of word and action have their untrodden 
8prings in the caverns of the world of thought. lIe, 
who can conlnland the fountains, is Inaste1' of the city. 
The power of suffering is the grandest merchanùize of 
life, and it also is nlanufactured in the world of thought. 
The union of grace and nature is the significance of our 
whole life. It is there, precisely in that union, that the 
secret of our vocation resides. The shape of our work 
and the charactC'r of our holiness are regulated frOlu the 
point, different in different men, at which nature and 
grace are united. The knowledge of this point brings 
\vith it, not only the understanding of our past, but a 
sufficiently clear yi"ion of our future; to say nothing 
of its being the broad sunshine of the present. J3ut the 
union of nature and grace is for the lllost part effected 
in the worlll of thought. 
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But I will go eyen further than this, and will venture 
to conh'adict a COll1mOn opinion. It seenlS to me that 
our thouahts are a 1110re true measure of ourselves than 
o 
our actions are. They are not under the control of 
human respect. It is not easy for them to be ashanled 
of thell1selves. They have no witnesses but God. They 
are not bouncl to keep within certain limits or observe 
certain proprieties. Religious motives alone can claim 
jurisdiction over then1. The struggle, whieh so often 
ensues within us before we can bring ourselves to do 
our duty, goes on entirely within our thoughts. It is 
our own secret, and 111en cannot put us to the blush 
because of it. The contradiction, which too often exists 
between our outward actions anù our inward intentions
 
is only to be detected in the realm of our thoughts, 
whither none but God can penetrate, except hy guesses, 
which are not the less offences against charity because 
they happen to be correct. In like manner, as an 
in1pulse will somctinles show more of our real charactcr
 
than what we do after deliberation, our first thoughts 
will often reveal to us faults of disposition which out- 
ward restraints will hinder from issuing in action. 
Actions have their external hindrances, while our 
thoughts better disclose to us our possibilities of good 
and eyil. Of course there is a most true sense in which 
the cons{'ientious effort to cure a fauIt is a better indi- 
cation of our character than the fault we have not yet 
succeeded in curing. K everthelesf) we may die at any 
m01l1ent; and when \ye die, we die as we are. Thus 
our thoughts tell us, better than our actions can do, 
what we shall be like the moment after death. Lastly, 
it i5 in the world of thought that \ve 1110St often meet 
with God, walking as in the shades of ancient Eden. 
It is there we hear lIis whispers. It is there we pCl'- 
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ceive the fragrance of I-Iis recent prese?ce. It is thence 
that the first vibrations of grace procec,:l.. 
K ow, if our thoughts be of this in1pórtance, and also 
if kinùncss be of the importance which was assigned to 
it in the last Conference, it follows th
lt kiull thoughts 
must be of ÌInnlense conscquence. If a Ulan hahitually 
has kind thoughts of others, and that on supernatural 
nlotiycs, he is not far fr0111 being a saint. Such a man's 
thoughts are not kina internlÌttingly, or on impulse, 
or at hap-hazard. His firs1- thoughts are kind, anll he 
does not repent of the111,. although they often bring 
suffering and disgust in their train. All his thoughts 
are kind, and he does not chequer thenl with lmkindl y 
ones. Even when sudden passions or vehen1ent excite- 
lllents hnye thrown theln into COlll111otion, they settle 
down into a kindly hU1110Ur, and cannot settle otherwise. 
These lTICn are rare. I\:ind thoughts are rarer thr.n 
either kind words or kind deeds. They inlply a grent 
deal of thinking ahout others. This in itself i" rare. 
But they iInply also a great deal of thinking about 
others without the thoughts bcing criticisms. This 
is rarer still. Active-ll1inded men are naturall.r the 
lTIOst given to criticize; and they are also the men 
,vhose thoughts are generally the D10st exul)crant. 
Such 111en therefore must lllake kind thoughts a defence 
against self. TIy sweetf'uing the fountain of their 
thoughts, they will destroy the bitterness of their juLlg- 
nlen ts. 
But kind thoughts iJnply also a contact with God, 
and a diyine ideal in our lninds. Their origin cannot 
be anything short of ùi"ine. Like the 101'e of beauty, 
they can spring frOlll no baser source. 'They are not 
c1ictatc(l by self-interest, nor stÌInulated by passion. 
They haye nothing in thenl ,yhich is insiùious, and 
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they are ahuost alwaJs the preludes to sonle sacrifice 
of self. It HUlst he from God's touch that such watcJ,'s 
spring. They only live in the clamrny n1Ïsts of earth, 
because they breathe the fresh air of heaven. They are 
the scent 'with which the creature is penetrated through 
the indwelling of the Creator. They linply also the 
reverse of a superficial view of things. :K othing deepens 
the nlind so much as a habit of charity. Charity cannot 
feed on surfaces. Its instinct is always to go deeper. 
Roots are its natural food. A nlan's surfaces are alwaJ"8 
worse than his real depths. There may be exceptions 
to this rule; but I believe them to be very rare. Self 
is the only person who docs not inlprove on acquaint- 
ance. Our deepest ,iews of life are doubtless very 
shallow ones; for how little do we know of ,yhat God 
intends to do with IIis own world ? 'Ye know sonle- 
thing about lIis glory and our own salvation, but ho,v 
the last beconles the first in the face of so nluch evil 
neither theologian nor philosopher has ever been able 
adequately to eXplain. But so much we are warranted 
in saying, that charity is the deepest view of life, and 
nearest to Gall's yiew, and therefore also, not nlerely 
the truest view, but the only view which is true at all. 
Kind thoughts, then, are in the creature what Iris science 
is to the Creator. Thcy elnbody the deepcst, purest, 
grandest truth, to which v{e untruthful creatures can 
attain about others or ourselvcs. 
'Yhy are SOlue 111Cn so forward to praise others? Is 
it not that it is their fashion of in vesting thenlsclve
 
with importance? But why are nlOst lnen so reluctant 
to praise others? It is because they haye such an 
inor<1inato opinion of themselves. Now kind thoughts 
for the 11l0st part imply a low opinion of self. They 
are an inward praise of others, and because inward, 
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therefore genuine. Koone, who has q, high opinion of 
bÏIllsclf, finds his lllCrits acknowledged .according to his 
own estimate of them. lIis reputation therefore cannot 
take care of itself. Ile nlust push it; and a nlan who 
is pushing anything in the world is always unmniable, 
because he is obliged to stand so n1uch on the defensive. 
A pugnacious man is far less disagreeable than a defen- 
sive Inan. Eyery man, who is habitually holding out 
for his rights, makes hill1sclf the equal of his inferiors, 
eyen if he be a king; and he nlust take tho conse- 
quences, which are far from pleasant. TIut the kind- 
thoughted nlan has no rights to defend, no self-inlpor- 
tance to push. lIe thinks Ineanly of hirnself, and with 
so much honesty, that he thinks thus of himself with 
Ü'3nquillity. lIe finds others pleasanter to deal with 
than self; and others find hilll so pleasant to deal witt 
that love follows hiln wherever he goes, a love which is 
the nlore faithful to hiln because he makes so few pre- 
tences to be loved. Last of all, kind thoughts Ï1nply 
also supernatural principles; for inward kindness can 
be consistent on no others. Kindness is the occupation 
of our whole nature by the atIllosphere and spirit of 
beayen. This is no inconsiJerable affair. Kature 
cannot do the work itself, nor can it do it with ordinary 
buccours. 'Yere there ever any consistently kind 
heathens? If so they are in heaven now, for they 
must have been under the don1Ïnion of grace on earth. 
'Ye nlust not confound kindness and nlere gooJ-hmllour. 
Good-luUllour is-no! on sueh an unkindly earth as 
this it will be better not to say a disparaging word even 
of Inere gooù-hun101u'. 'Y oulJ that there ,,:-cre nloro 
cycn of that in the world! I suspect angels cluster 
rounLl a goocl-hunlourcd luan, as the gnats cluster round 
the trees they like. 
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But there i:::; one class of kind thoughts which nll:.st 
be dwelt upon apart. I allude to kinù interpretations. 
1'he habit of not juùging others is one ,dlÍch it is very 
difficult to acquire, and which is generally not acquired 
till very late on in the spiritual life. If nlen have eYer 
indulged in judging others, the very sight of an action 
ahl10st indeliberately suggests an internal comnlrntary 
upon it. It has beconle so natural to them to judge, 
however little their own duties or responsibilities are 
connected with what they are judging, that the actions 
of others present thcnlselves to the mind as in the 
attitude of asking a verdict from it. All our fellow- 
men, who come within the reach of our knowledge, and 
for the Inost retired of us the circle is a wide one, are 
prisoners at the bar; and if we are unjust, ignorant, 
and capricious judges, it lnust be granted to us that 
we are indefatigable ones. Now all this is simple ruin 
to onr souls. At any risk, at the cost of life, there 
Inust be an end of this, or it will end in eyerlasting ban- 
ishment from God. The decree of the last judgnlCnt is 
absolute. It is this-the measure which we have meted to 
others. Our present humour in judging others reveals 
to us what our sentence ,vould be if we died now. ..,tre 
we content to abide that issue? But, as it is impos- 
sible all at once to stop judging, and as it is a1::;o 
iU1possibie to go on judging uncharitably, we 111Ust pass 
through the internlCdiate stage of kind interpretations. 
Few n1en have passed beyonù this to a habit of perfect 
charity, which has blessedly stripped thenl of their 
judicial ennine and their deepl:r-rootecl judicial habits 
of lnind. 'Ye ought therefore to cultivate most sedu- 
lously tlle habit of kind interpretations. 
1tlen's actions are yerr difficult to judge. 'Their real 
character depends in a great measure on the motives 
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which prompt theIn, anJ those Inotiv
s are invisi
le to 
us. Appearances aro often against what we afterwards 
discover to have been deeds of virtue. . l\Ioreoycr a line 
of conduct is, in its look at least, very little like a logical 
process. It is cOlnplicated with all nlanner of incon- 
sistencies, and often deforllled by what is in reality a 
hidden consistency. Nobody can judge mcn but God, 
and we can harJly obtain a higher or Inore reyerent 
view of Gml than that which l'epresents IIinl to us as 
judging lllcn with perfect knowledge, unperplexed cer- 
tainty, and undisturbed cOlllpassion. Now kind inter- 
pretations are Ílnitations of the nlerciful ingenuity of 
the Creator fÌllr1ing excuses for IIis creatures. It ia 
alnlost a day of revelation to us, when theology enables 
us to perceive that God is so Inerciful precisely because 
lIe is so wise; and fronl this truth it is an easy 
inference, that kindness is our best wisdoI11, because it is 
an inlage of the wisc10ln of God. This is the i(lea of 
kind interpretations, awl this is the use vd1ich we HUlst 
make of theIne The hahit of jUl1ging is so nearly 
incurable, :1nll its cure is such an ahnost intcrnlinahle 
process, that we must concentrate ourselyes for a long 
while on keeping it in check, and this check is to be 
found in kind interpretations. \Y 0 TIIUSt C0l11e to esteenl 
very lightly our sharp eye for evil, on which perhaps 
''\e once prided ourselves as cleyerncss. It has been to 
us a fountain of sarcaSlll; and how scldOlll since A.danl 
was created has a sarcaSIn fallen short of being a sin? 
'Ye HUlst look at our talent for analysis of character as 
a dreadful possibility of huge uncharitableness. 'Ye 
should haye been Il1llCh hetter without it from tho first. 
It is the hardest talent of all to 111an3ge, because it is 
so difficult to Inake any glory for God out of it. 'Ye 
are sure io continue to say cleyer things, so long as we 
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continue to indulge ill this analysis; an<l deyer things 
are equally sure to be sharp and aciL1. Sight is a great 
blessing, hut there arc tilllCS nnll plac0s in which it is 
far n10re blessed not to sce. It would be cOlnp
ratiYely 
easy for us to he holy, if only we could always see the 
characters of our ncighbours either in soft shade or with 
the kindly deceits of IlI00nlight upon thenl. Of course 
we are not to grow Lliuc1 to evil; for thus we should 
speedily becol11e unreal. nnt we 11IUSt grow to some- 
thing higher, and sonlething truer, than a quickness in 
detecting evil. 
"\Ve 11lust risc to sOlllething truer. Yos! IIaye we 
not always found in o ill' past experience that on the 
",.hole our kin,l interpretations ,vere truer than our 
harsh ones? "11at lui::;takes havc we not lllade in 
judging others! But have they not alInost ahnlYs 
been on the sidc of harshnes::;? I
Yery day S()lllC 
phen01nenon of this kind occurs. "\Ye haye seen a 
thing as clear as day. It coulll have but one Jneaning. 
'Ye haye already taken I1lCaSnres. 'Ye have rouseJ 
our right.eous inaignation. ....1.11 at once the whole l11atter 
is differently explaine,l, anll that in SOlne 1l10st sinlple 
way, so sinlple that wc are lost in astonishJl1ent that 
we should never have thought of it ourselves. Always 
distrust yery plain cases, says a legal writer. Things 
that were dark b(\gin to give light. "\Vhat seemed 
opaque is perceived to be transparent. Things that 
everyboc1y differed about, as people in planting a tree 
can never agree what it wants to D1ake it straight, now 
everybody sees in the SaIne light; so natural and 
obvious has the explanation Leen. Nay, things that it 
appeared Ï1npossilJle to explain are ju
t those the expla- 
nations of which are the most simple. Ilow l1umy 
timcs in life have we been wrong when we put a kind 
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construction on the conduct of others.? 'Ye shall not 
need our fingers to count those n1Ïstake:
 upon. 
Iore- 
oyer grace is really lnnch more common tlran our 
querulousness is generally willing to allow. 'Ye nlay 
suspect its operations in the worst men ,ye meet with. 
Thus, without any forced impossibility, we nlay call in 
supernatural considerations in order to make our criti- 
cislns nlore ingenious in their charity. 'Yhen we grow 
a little holier, we shall sumnlon also to our aid those 
supernatural motiyes in ourselves, which, by depressing 
our own ideas of ourselves, elevate OlU' generous belief 
in others. 
But, while conlnlon sense convinces us of the truth 
of kind interpretations, conlmon selfishness ought to 
open our eyes to their wisdom and their policy. 'Ye 
must have passed through life very unobservantly, if we 
have neyer perceived that a man is very much hilll- 
self what he thinks of others. Of course his own faults 
may be the cause of his unfayourable judgments of 
others; but they are also, and in a very lnarkecl way, 
effects of those smne judgnlents. A man, who was on 
a higher enlinence before, will soon by har::;h juJgnlents 
of others sink to the leyel of his own judgments. 'Yhen 
you hear a l11an attribute meanness to another, you may 
be surè, not only that the critic is an illnaturec11nan, 
but that he has got a sÏInilar elenlent of 11lcanness in 
hÏInself, or is fast sinking to it. .A. luan is always capable 
hÏInsclf of a sin which he thinks another is capable of, or 
which hc himself is capable of ÏInputing to another. Even 
a well-founded suspicion nlore or less degrades a man. 
I-lis suspicion may be yerifieL1, and he may escape some 
material harnl by haying cherished the suspicion. TIut 
he is unayoidably the worse nlan in consequence of 
haying entertained it. This is a very serious consiùera- 
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t
on, and rather a frightening argunlent in f,xrour of 
charitable interpretations. }-'urthernlOre, our hidùen 
judglnents of others are, ahnost with a show of special 
and miraculous interference, visited upon ourselves. 
Yirtue grows in us under the influence of kindly judg- 
Dlents, as if they were its nutrÏIllent. But in the case 
of harsh judgments we fincl we often fall into the sin of 
which we have juJged another guilty, although it is not 
perhaps a sin at all common to ourselves. Or, if nlat- 
tel'S do not go so far as this, we find ourselves suddenly 
overwheInled with a tenlpest of unusual telnptatiol1s; 
and on reflection conscience is ready to renlÍnJ us that 
the sin, to which ,ve are thus violently and unexpect- 
edly tenlpteù, is one which we have of late been 
uncharitably attributing to others. Sometimes also we 
are ourselves falsely accused, and widely believed to be 
guilty, of sonle fault of which we are quite innocent; 
but it is a fault of which we ha;ye recently, in our own 
minds at least, accused another. )Ioreover the truth or 
falsehood of our judgments seen1 to have very little to 
do yáth the lnattcr. 'The truth of thenl docs not protect 
us from their unpleasant consequences; just as the truth 
of a libel is no sufficient defence of it. It is the un- 
charitableness of the judgnlent, or the judging at all, to 
which this self-1'eyenging power is fastened. It works 
itself out like a law, quietly but infallibly. Is not all 
tIns nlatter for very serious reflection ? 
But, in conclusion, what aocs all this doctrine of 
kind interpretations amount to? To nothing lc;o;s, 
in the case of 1110st of us, than living a Dew life 
in a new world. 'Ye 111ay ÏInagine life in another 
planet, with whose physical laws we nwy happen to 
have a sufficient acquaintance. But it would hardly 
differ l1101'e in a physical ,vay frOl11 OlU' earthly life, than 
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our mOl'al life woulJ differ from what it is at present, 
if we were habitually to put a kind interpretation on 
all we saw and hem'a, and halJitually hail kinJ th
ughts 
of everyone of ,vhOIn we thougllt at all. It would not 
111crely put a ne,v face on life; it would put a new 
depth to it. 'Ye should conle as near as possible to 
becoming another kind of creatures. Look ,vhat an 
amount of bitterness we haye about us! 'Yhat is to 
become of it 1 It plainly cannot be taken into heaven. 
"nere HUlst it 11e left Lehinll? 'Ye clearly callnot put 
it off hy tho 111el'e act of dJillg, as we can put off 
therel)y a rhCUlllatic liUlh, or wasteJ lungs, or discased 
blood. I t will surely 1e a long an(
 painful l)rocess in 
the heats of purgatory; but we Il1ay be happy if l11ercy 
so abound upon us, that the wcight of our bitterness 
shall not sink us deeper into the fire, into that Jepth 
from which no one oyer rises to the surface 1110re. 
Rut when ,vo reach heaven, in ,vhat state shall we Le? 
Certainly one very important feature of it will Le the 
absence of nIl 1itterness awl criticism, anù the way in 
which our expanded Iuinùs will be possesse(l with 
thoughts of the most teneler a.nd oyerflowing kindness. 
Thus by cultivating kind thoughts ,ve are in a very 
special w[\,y rehearsing for heaven. TIut 11lO1'e th
n 
this: we are effcctually earning heaven. For by God's 
grace ,ve are in1itating in our own 11linl1s that which 
in the Diyine }Iind we rest all our hopes on,-nlcr- 
ciful allowances, ingeniously fayouraLle interpretations, 
thoughts of lUllninglec1 kinùness, ana all the inyentions 
and tolerations of a supre1l1e compassion. 
The practice of kina thoughts also tells most deci- 
sively on our spiritual life. It leads to great self-denial 
about our talents and influence. Criticis1n is an ele- 
ment in our reputation and an item in Oill' influence. 
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"... e partly attract persons to us by it. 'Ye partly push 
principles hy n1eans of it. The practice of kind thoughts 
conln1Ïts us to the surrenc1er of all this. It Blakes us, 
again amI again in life, sacrifice successes at the n10TIlent 
they are ,vithin reach. Our conduct becomes a perpe- 
tual voluntary forfeiture of little triunlphs, the necessary 
result of which is a very hiLlden life. lIe, who has ever 
struggled with a prouLl heart and a bitter tenlprr, will 
perceive at once what innunleral)le and yast processes of 
spiritnal cOlnbat all this implies. TIut it brings its 
reward also. It enLlûws us with a lnarvellous facility 
in spiritual things. It opens anll sl1lOoths the rath
 of 
l)l'ayer. It sheds a clear still light oyer our self-know- 
leclge. It aÙlls a peculiar delight to tho exercise of 
faith. It enables us to find God easily. It is a foun- 
tain of joy in our souls, wllich rarely internlits its flow- 
ing, an(l then only for a little wlâle and for a greater 
good. .A. bove all things, the practice of kind thoughts 
is our ll1ain heIr to that complete. governn1Cnt of the 
tongue, wllich we all so much COyct, and without which 
the apostle f:aJs that all our religion is vain. The 
interior beauty of a soul through habitnal kindliness of 
thought is greater than our words can tell. To such a 
man life is a perpetual bright evening, ,yjth all things 
cahn, and fragrant, nnd restful. The dust of life is laid, 
and its fever cool. ..AJI sounc1s are softcr, as is the way 
of evening, and all sights are fairer, and thc golden light 
makes our enjoynlcnt of earth a happily pensiyc prepa- 
ration for heaven. 
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Fron1 thoughts we naturally pass to words. I\:ind 
w-ords are the 111usic of the world. They have a power 
which seems to be beyond natural causes, as if they were 
some angel's song, which had lost its way, and COll1e on 
earth, and sang on undyingly, slniting the hearts of 1nen 
with sweetest wounds, and putting for the while an 
angel's nature into us. 
Let us then think, first of all, of the power of kind 
words. In truth there is hardly a power on earth equal 
to them. It seCIns as if they could ahnost do ,vhat in 
reality Goel alone can do, nan1cly, soften the hard and 
angry hearts of 1ncn. 
Iany a friendship, long, loyal, 
and self-sacrificing, rested at first on no thi,'ker a foun- 
dation than a kind word. The two n1en were not likcl y 
to be friends. Perhaps each of them regarclcl1 the 
other's antecedents with sOlllCwhat of distrust. They 
had possibly been set against each other by the circula- 
tion of gossip. Or they hacl b('cn looked upon as riyals, 
and the success of one was regardeJ as incon1patible 
with the success of the other. JJut a kind worù, per- 
haps a 111ere report of a kind word, has been enough to 
set all thinO's straiaht , and to be the COlnn1('ncen1cnt of 
b 0 
an enduring friendship. The power of kind words is 
shown also in the destruction of prejudices, hOW(,,(,f 
inveterate they 111ay have been. Surely we 111USt all of 
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us have experienced this oursdves. For a long time 
we have had prejudices against a person. They seeln 
to us extrelllcly w"ell founded. 'Ve have a cOlllplete 
view of the whole case in our own lninds. SOllle par- 
ticular circumstances bring us into connection with this. 
nlan. 'Ve see nothing to disabuse us of our prejudices. 
. 
There is not an approach to any kind of proof, however ' 
indirect, that we ,vere either n1istaken in fornling such a 
judgment, or that we have exaggerated the lllatter. 
But kind words pass, and the prf.'judices thaw away. 
Right or wrong, there ,vas SOlne reason, or show of 
reason, for foruling them, Yihile there is neither reason, 
nor show of reason, for their departure. There is no 
logic in the matter, but a power which is above logic, 
the simple unassisted power of a few kind words. ,rh3,t 
has been said of prejudices applies equally to quarrels. 
I(incl ,vords will set right things which have got nlo.
t 
intricately wrong. In reality an unforgh-ing heart is a 
rare 1110nster. l\Iost lllcn get tired of the justest quarrels. 
Even those quarrels, where the quarrel has been all on 
one side, and which are always the hardest to set right, 
gi ve way in time to kind words. At first they will be 
unfairly taken as admissions that we have been in the 
wrong; then they will be put down to deceit antI 
flattery; then they will irritate by the discomfort of 
conscience which they will produce in the other; but 
finally they will succeed in healing the wound that has 
b
en so often and so obstinately torn open. All quarrels 
prob
lbly rest on misunderstanding, and only live by 
silence, which as it we're stereotypes the misunderstand- 
ing. A_ lnisunderstantling, which is III ore than a month 
old, may generally be regarded as incapable of explana- 
tion. Itcnewed explanations beconle renewed misun- 
d
röt
lnùillgs. I{ind words, patiently uttered for long 
3 
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together, and without visible fruit, 
re our only hope. 
They will succeed. They will not explain what has 
been misunderstood, but they will dó what i
 111uch 
better-nlake explanation unnecessary, and so avoid the 
risk, whieh always acconlpanies explanations, of reopen- 
ing 01(1 sores. 
In all the foregoing instances the power of kind words 
is rcn1cclial. But it can be prodnctiye fllso. Kind 
,,,"or<1s produce happiness. 110'''- OfL:C'1l hL
Ye we our- 
selves been Illade happy by kind word'3, in a numner 
and to an extent, which we are qnitr> unable to eXplain? 
No analysis enables us to detect the scerct of the power 
of kind words. Even self-love is found inadequate as a 
C[
usc. Now, as I have said before, happiness is a great 
power of holiness. Thus, kind words, by their power 
of produting happiness, have also a power of producing 
holine:;;s, and so of winning TIlen to G-od. I have already 
touched on this, when I spoke of kindness in general. 
nut it nlust now be added, that Yforcls have a power of 
their own both for good and evil, which I believe to be 
Jnore influential and energetic over our fellow Inen than 
even actions. If I may use such a word when I am 
speaking of religious subjects, it is by voice ana words 
that nlCn mesmerize er-eh other. lIenee it is that the 
",.orld is eonyerted by the foolishness of preaching. lIenee 
it is that an angry word rankles longer in the heart 
tl13n an angry gesture, nay, very often even longer than 
a blow. Thus all that has been said of the power of 
kindness in general applies with an aclùitional and pecu- 
liar force to kind words. Thcy prepare nWll for con- 
version. They convert thenl. They sanctify thenl. 
They procure entrance for wholcsonlC counsels into their 
souls. They blunt tel11ptations. They dissolve the 
dangerous clouds of glaolll and sadness. They arè 
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Leforehand with evil. They exorcise the deyiI. Some- 
tinles the conversions they work are gradual and take 
tÌ1ne. But JTIore often they are sudJen, more often they 
are like instantaneous revelations fronl heaven, not only 
unravelling complicated misunderstandings and soften- 
ing the hardened convictions of years, but giving a diYine 
vocation to the soul. 0 it would be worth going 
through fire and water to acquire the right and to find 
the opportunity of s
Jing kind words! 
Surely then it gives life quite a peculiar character 
that it should be gifted with a power so great, even if 
the exercise of it were difficult and rare. But the 
facility of this power is a fresh wonder about it, in 
addition to its greatness. It involves very little self- 
sacrifice, and for the most p
lrt none at all. It can be 
exercised generally without much effort, with no mOle 
effort than the water makes in flowing from the spring. 
l\Ioreover the occasions for it do not lie scattered over 
life at great distances from each other. They occur 
continually. They come daily. They are frequent in 
the day. All these are commonplaces. But really it 
woulll seem as if very few of us give this power cf 
kind words the consideration which is due to it. So 
great a power, such a facility in the exercise of it, such 
a frequency of opportunities for the application of it, and 
yet the worlJ still what it is, and we still what 'we are! 
It seems incredible. I can only compare it to the 
innumerable sacraments which inundate our souls with 
grace, and the inexplicably little modicum of holiness 
which is the total result of them all, or, again, to the 
imnlense amount of knowledge of God which there is 
in the world, and yet the little worship He receives. 
Kind worùs cost us nothing, yet how often do we 
grudge them! On the few occasions, when they do 
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imply some degree of self-sacrifice, they alnlost in- 
stantly repay us a hundred folJ. The .oppm.tunitics are 
fl'eq ucnt, but we show no eagerness either in -looking 
out for them, or in elubracing theine "\Yhat inference 
are we to draw fronl all this? Surely this,-that it is 
next to iinpossible to be habitually kind, except by the 
help of divine grace and upon supernatural motives. 
Take life all through, its adversity as well as its pros- 
perity, its sickness as ,yell as its health, its loss of its 
rights as well as its enjoynlent of thenl, and we shall 
find that no natural sweetness of telnper, much less any 
acquireLl philosophical equanilnity, is equal to the sup- 
port of a uniforln habit of kindness. Nevertheless, with 
the help of grace, the habit of saJing .kind words is very 
quickly fornled, and when once fonned, it is not speedily 
lost. I have often thought that unkindness is very luuch 
a mental habit, alnlost as much mental as moral; obser- 
vation has confirnled nle in this idea, because I hg,ye 
met so nlany nlen with unkind heads, and have been 
fortunate enough never to my knowledge to have come 
across an unkind heart. I believe cruelty to be less 
unCOlllffion than real in ward unkindness. 
Self-interest l11a1\:es it comparatively easy for us to do 
that which we are ,vell paid for doing. The great 
price, which everyone puts on a little kind word, l11akes 
the practice of saying theln still easier. They becOIne 
more easy, the l110re on the one hand that we know 
ourselves, and on the other that we are unitell to God. 
T" et what are these but th
 two contemporaneous 
operations of grace, in which the life of holiness consists? 
Kindness, to be perfect, to be lasting, mllst be a con- 
scious ilnitation of God. Sharpness, bitterness, sarcasnl, 
acute observation, divination of nlotives,-all these 
things disappear when a man is earnestly confonning 
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hin1self to the image of Christ Jesus. The very atten1pt 
tJ be like our dearest Lord is already a well-spring of 
sweetness within us, flowing with an easy grace over 
all who COlne within our reach. It is true that a special 
sort of unkindnesl3 is one of the uglinesses of pious begin- 
niwys. But this arises from an inabilitv to mannae our 
o J 0 
fresh grace properly. Our old bitterness gets the Ïln- 
pu15e Incant for our new sweetness, an\l the Inachine 
cannot be got right in a Inoment. Ile, who is not 
p:1tient ",-ith con verts to God, ,vill forfeit many of his 
own graces before he is aware. Not only is kindness 
due to everyone, but a special kindness is clue to every 
one. ICindnesl3 is not kinllness, unless it be special. 
It is in its fitness, seal3onableness, and individual appli- 
cation, that its charnl consists. 
It is natural to pass from the facility of kind words 
to their reward. I :find myself a1 ways talking about 
happiness, while I am treating of kindness. The fact 
is the two things go together. The double rmvard of 
kind words is in the happiness they cause in others, and 
the happiness they cause in ourselves. The very pro- 
cess of uttering them is a happiness in itself. Eyen the 
Ï1naO"inin('f of them fills our nlÍnds with sweetness , and 
o 0 
lllakcs our hearts glow pleasurably. Is there any hap- 
piness in the world like the happiness of a disposition 
made happy by the happiness of others? There is no 
joy to be compared with it. The luxuries which wealth 
can buy, the rewards which ambition "can attain. the 
pleasures of art and scenery, the abounding sense of 
health, and the exquisite enjoyn1ent of n1cntal creation'), 
are nothing to this pure and heavenly happiness, where 
self is drownc!! in the blessednc"s of others. Yet this 
happines
 followR close upon kinll word
, ana is the.ir 
legitimate result. But, independently of this, kind 
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words make us 113ppy in ourselves. They soothe our 
own irritation. They charm our cares away. They 
draw us nearer to God. They raise the tempcråture of 
our love. They produce in us a sense of quiet restful- 
ness, like that which accOlllpanies the consciousness of 
forgiven sin. They shed abroad the peace of God within 
our hearts. This is their second reward. Then IDOl'e- 
over ,ve become kinder by saying kind words, and this 
is in itself a third re"\vard. They help us also to attain 
the grace of purity, which is another excellent reward. 
They win us many other graces from God; but one 
especially:-they arpear to haye a peculiar congeniality 
with the grace of contrition, which is soft-hcartedness 
towards God. Everything, which nlakes us gentle, has 
at the san1e tilne a tenl1ency to make us contrite. A 
natural melting .of the heart has often been the begin- 
ning of an acceptable repent::tncð. llence it is that 
seasons of sorrow are apt to be seasons of grace. This 
too is a huge reward. Then, h
st of all, kind words 
lnake us truthful. 0 this is what we wallt,-to be 
true! It is our insincf'rit.y, our n1anifolJ inseparable 
fJ.lseness, which is the load under whidl we groan. 
There is no slavery but untruthfulness. Ilow haye 
years passed in fighting, and still we are so untrue! It 
clings to us; for it is the proper stain of ereatures. 
'Ye fight on wearily. I\:ind worL1s C01De and ally thenl- 
selves to us, an(l ,ve make way. They Jnake us true, 
because kindness is, so far as we know, the n10st proba- 
ble truth in the worlJ. They ll1ake us true, because 
what is untruthful is not kinù. They Inake us true, 
because kindness is God's view, and Ilis ,'iew is 
always the true "iew. 
\Yhy then are we ever anything else but kind in our 
words? There are some dIfficulties. This lllust be 



XIXD WORDS. 


39 


honestly admitted. In some respects a clever man 
is more likely to be kind than a man who is not clever, 
because his mind is wider, and takes in a broader range, 
and is more capable of looking at things from different 
points of view. But there are other respects in which 
it is har,lcr for a clever man to be kind, espreially in 
his words. lIe has a tcnlptatbn, and it is one of those 
telnptations which arpcar sOlnetimes to border on the 
irresistible, to say clever things; and sOlnehow clever 
things are hardly eV8r kind things. There is a drop f'ither 
of aci\.l or of bitter in them, and it seems as if that drop 
was ex
ctly what g8uius had insinuated. I believe, if 
,ve were to lnake un honest resolution neyer to say a 
clever thing, we shouhl advance much more rapiLUy on 
the road to heaven. Our Lord's words in th
 Gospels 
should be our models. If we may reverently s
y it, 
when we consider of what a sententious and proycrbial 
character Ius words we're, it is remark
1ble how litth
 of 
epigranl, or sharpness, there is in thenl. Of course 
the words of the Eternal 'V ord are all of thenl 
heavenly nlysteries, each one with the light and seal of 
His Divinity upon it. At the same time they are also 
exanlples to us. On the whole, to say clever things of 
others is hardly eyer without sin. There is something 
in genius which is analogous to a sting. Its sharpness, 
its speed, its delicacy, its wantonness, its pain, and its 
poison,-gel1ius has all these things as well as the sting. 
There are some lncn who make it a kind of social pro- 
fession to be amusing tnlkcrs. One is sometiDlCs oyer- 
whelmed with melancholy by theù' professional efforts 
to be entertaining. They are the bugbears of real con- 
versation. But the thing to notice about th(.m here is, 
that they can hardly ever be religious men. .J.\. 1nan, 
who lays himself out to anUlse, is never a safe Ulan tû 
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have for a friend, or even for an acquaintance. lIe is 
not a man whom anyone really loves or respects: lIe 
is neyer innocent. He is for ever jostling charitJ by 
the pungency of his criticisnls, and wounding justice hy 
his rcyelation of 
ecrcts. II n'est pas ordinaire, saJ
s 
La Bruyére, que celui qui fait rire se fasse estimer. 
There is also a grace of kind listening, as well as a 
grace of kind speaking. SOll1e men listen with an 
abstracted air, which shows that their thoughts are else- 
where. Or they seem to listen, but by wiùe answers 
and irreleyant questions show that they have been occu- 
pied with their own thoughts, as being more interesting, 
at least in their own estimation, than what you have 
been saying. Some listen with a kind of ÏInportunate 
ferocity, which makes you feel, that you are being put 
upon your trial, and that your auditor expects before- 
hand that you are going to tell lliln a lie, or to be 
inaccurate, or to say something which he will disap- 
proye, and that you nlust n1Ïnd :rour expressions. 
Some interrupt. and will not hear you to the end. 

Olne hear you to the end, and then forthwith begin to 
talk to you about a similar experience which has be- 
f
lllen themsel res, making your case only an illustra- 
tion of their own. Some, meaning to be kind, listen 
with such a deterlnined, Iivel
r, violent attention, that 
you are at once made unconlfortable, and the charm of 
conversation is at an end. l\Iany persons, whose man- 
ners will stand the test of speaking, break down under 
the tri..ll of listening. TIut all these things should be 
hrought under the sweet influences of religion. Kind 
listDning is often an act of the most delicate interior 
mortification, and is a great assistance towards kind 
speaking. Those who goycrn others must take care to 
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be kind listeners, or else they will soon offend God, anel 
fall into secret sins. 
'Ve may, then, put down clever speeches as the first 
and greatest ùifficulty in the way of kind words. A 
seconJ difficulty is that of repressing vexation at certain 
times and in certain places. Each Ulan meets with 
peculiar characters who haye a specialty, often quite 
inexplicable, of irritating hiln. They always come at 
the wrong time, say the most inopportnne things, and 
make the most unfortunate choice of topics of conversa- 
tion. Their presence has always son1ething intrusive 
about it. You may acln1Íre, respect, even like the per- 
sons; }Tet you give out sparks when they touch yon, and 
exploJe if they rub against you. This is only one 
exau1ple of 111 any species of \exation, which it is diffi- 
cult to repress in our social intercourse, and which it is 
the office of the spirit of kindness to allay. 
The unselfishness of speedily and gracefully distract- 
ing ourselves frOln self is also singularly difficult to 
practise. A man comes to us with an ÏInaginary sorro,v 
when we are boweel to the earth with a real onc. Or 
he speaks to us '" ith the loud voice anù Inct
llic laugh 
of robust health, when our nerves are all shrinking up 
with pain, anJ our whole being quivering, like a n1itnosa, 
with excruciating sensitiveness. Or he COll1es to pour 
out the exuberance of his happiness into our hearts 
which are full of gloon1, and his brightness is a reproach, 
sometimes ahnost a menace, to our unhappiness. Or 
we are cOlnpletely possessed with some responsibility, 
harassed by SOlne pecuniary difficulty, or haunteù by 
::;on1e tyrannical presentiment of evil, and yet we are 
called upon to throw ourselves into sonlC ril1iculous 
little elnbarraSS111cnt, some almost :fictitious wrong, or 
some shadow of a suffering, for which another claims 



42 


KI:iDKESS. 


our sympathy. Here is granù nlaterial for sanctifica- 
tion. Nevertheless such Inaterials are hard to work up 
in practice. It is wer..ry work cleaning old bricks to 
build a new house with. 
These are difficulties; but 'we have got to reach 
heaven, and nlust push on. The more Inullble we are, 
the more kindly we sh
ll talk; the III ore kindly we 
talk, the 1110re ]uunlJle ,ve shall grow. Au air of supe- 
riority is foreign to the genius of kindness. The look 
of kindness is that of one receivinO' a fayour rather than 
;::, 
conferring it. Indeed it is the case with all the virtues, 
that kindness is a road to them. Kind worJs will help 
us to them. Thus out of the difficulties of kinð. speak- 
ing will come the granLl and nlore than sufficient rewarù 
of kinù sp8aking,-a sanetific;Üion higher, completer, 
swifter, easier, than any other sanctification. 
'Yeak antI full of wants as we ê.
re ourselves, ,ve must 
make up our n1Ïnds, or rather take heart, to do some 
little good to this poor worl,} while we are in it. Kind 
words are our chief iUlplenlents for this work. ...'l. kind- 
worded 111an is a genial THan; and geniality is power. 
Nothing sets wrong right so soon as geniality. There 
are a thons::'
nJ things to he refornle,l, and no rcforlna- 
tion succeeds unless it he genial. Koone w
s ever 
corrected by a sarcasnl; crnshecl prrhaps, if the sarcaSIn 
was dcycr enough,-but tlrawn nearer to Goil, never. 
l\Ien want to ad ,-oC'ate changes, it nlay he in politics, or 
in sciC'l1c<:', 01" in philosophy, or in literature, or perhaps 
in the working of tll(' Church. ThC'y giyc lectures, they 
write books, thpy start rl'yiews, tlH'Y found schools to 
propagatf' thcir yiaws. they coal
sce in associations, 
they collcct 1110npy, they 1110ye reforllls in public llleet- 
ings, anll all to further thdr peculiar idC'3S. Thry are 
unsuccessful. FrOlll being unsucccs
ful thClllSdvcs they 



KIND "-ORDS. 


43 


become unsyn1pathetic with others. From this comes 
narrowness of nlinù. Their vè1'Y talents are deteriorated. 
The next step is to be snappish, then bitter, then eccen- 
tric, then rude. After that, they abuse people for not 
taking their advice; .ancl, last of all, their impotence, 
like that of all angry rrophets, cncls in the shrillness of 
a scream. 'Vhy they scream is not so obvious. Perhaps 
for their own relief. It is the phrenzy of the disre- 
garded sibyl. All this comes of their not bping genial. 
'Yithout geniality no soliù reform was eY
r made yet. 
"But if there are a thousand things to reform in the 
world, there are tens of thousands of people to convert. 
Satire will not convert men. IIell threatened very 
kindly is more persuasive than a biting truth about a 
man's false position. The fact is, geniality is the best 
controyersy.. The genial man is the only successful 
man. Nothing can be done for God without geniality. 
1.Iore plans fail for the want of that than for the want 
of anything else. A genial man is both an apostle and 
an evangelist; an apostle, because he bring'3 TI1Cn to 
Christ; an cyangelist, because he pourtrays Christ to 
men. 
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There is always onp bright thougbt In our minds, 
,,
hen all the rest are dark. There is one thought out 
of which a Illoderately cheerful man can always make 
some satisfactory sunshine, if not a sufficiency of it. 
It is the thought of the bright populous heaven. There 
is joy there at least, if there is joy nowhere else. There 
is true service of God there, however poor and inte- 
rested the love of Him may be on earth. l\Iultitudes 
are abounding in the golden light there. even if they 
th3,t rC'joice on earth be few. At this hour it is all 
going on, so near us that we cannot be hopelessly 
unhappy with so Inuch happiness so near. Yet its 
nearness n1akeg us wistful. Then let us think that 
there are multitudes in heaven today, who are there 
because of kind actions; many are there for doing then1, 
many for having had them done to them. 
,Ye cannot do justice to the subject of kindness. if 
"
e conclude without saJing something about kind 
actions and Irind sufferings. So let us think, first of 
all, how much we ourseh-es in past life owe to kind 
actions. If we look back through the l:Jst twenty or 
thirty years, it is amazing to consider the nunlber of 
kind. actions which have been done to us. They are 
ahnost beyond our counting. Indeed we fef'l that those 
we remember are hardly so numerous as those we haye 
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forgotten; forgotten, not through ingratitud(', but be- 
cause of the distractions of life and the shortness of 
our menlOry. Under what yarious circul1lstances too 
they have been done to us! They have conle to us 
together with blanle, as well as been the accompaniments 
of praise. They have Inade our darkness light, anll 
our light brighter. TheJ have 111ade us snlÏle in the 
midst of our tears, and have lllade us shed tears of joy 
'when we were l:lughing carelessly. They have conle 
to us also from all quarters. They have reached us 
fronl persons in wh01n we luight have expected to meet 
with theIu. They have reached us from unexpected 
persons, who ,voulù naturally have been indifferent to 
us. They have reached us fr01n those from whom we 
haJ every reason to expect the opposite. They have 
come to us from such unhoped - for quarters, and under 
such an affecting v3.riety of circun1Stances, that each one 
of us nlust seem to hinlself to have exhausted the possi- 
bilities of kindness. The thought of thetp. all melts our 
hearts. 
:Now everyone of these acts of kindness has doubtless 
done us a certain anlount of spiritual good. If they did 
not lnake us bettpr at the tilne, they prepared the way 
for our bccOlning better, or they soweJ a seed of future 
goodness, and nlnde an impression which we never 
suspected, and yet which was ineffitCeable. Graces from 
God, kindnesses frOlll nlen-we seenl to have stooJ all 
our lives under the constant dripping of these beneficent 
show('rs. But who can say if there were two showers, 
and if it was not all the while but one, kindness being 
nothing more than a peculiar fOrl11 of grace? There is 
no great harm in confounding the two; but, to be strict, 
grace is onc thing, and kindness is another. Let us 
content ourselves then with saying, that kindness has 
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again and again done the prelimin
ry work for grace in 
our souls. Let us think also how little we have deserved 
all these kind actions, not only so far as God is. con- 
cerned, but so far as our fellow-creatures are concerned 
also. There is no one who has not recei\Tcd tenfold 
n10re kinùness himself than he has shown to others. 
The thought of all the kindnc5s of so nlany persons to 
us sometillleS grows to be almost intolerable, because of 
the sense of our own unkindness. These kind actions 
have been to us like inlportunate angds. They have 
surrounded us ahnost against our own will, and done 
us a11111anner of unasked good, of extra good, of good 
apparently unconnected wiLh thenlselves. From how 
III any evils have they not also rescued us? \Ye know 
of 111any; but there are many lnore of which we do not 
know. But in this respect, as well as in others, they 
have done angels' work in our behalf. To how much 
gooù have they encouraged us? 'Ye know of much; 
bat there is ll1uch n10re of which we do not know. "T e 
C::ln h::lrlUy tell what we Rhould have been, had we been 
treated one whit less kindly th
ln we have been. Ilave 
W.O not sometin1es been on the verge of doing sOlnething 
which a life would have been short to repent of? Have 
not words been on our tongues, which, had we said 
theIn, we woulJ willingly h3,ve lost a lÏInb afterwards 
to ha,Te unsaid? Have we not vacillated in the face 
of d.ecisions, which ,ve now see concerned eternity as 
well a'3 time? Can we not now see in the retrospect 
steop places, dow.n which we were beginning to fall, 
and a kind act saved us, and, at the tilne, we thought we 
had stUIl1bleJ over a stone by the way? 'Ve are indeed 
very far from what we ought to be now. TIut it is 
fri0"htenina to t1tink what we should have been, had 
o 0 
parents, friends, nurses, masters, seryants, schoolfellows, 
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enemies, been less kind than they have been. .A.11 through 
life kindness has been brilUing the deyil that was in us. 
The surprised and afi'edionate recollection of it now is 
one of our greatest powers for virtue, and may casi]y be 
11lade a fount
in of interior sw"eetness within oursch'es. 
Fcelin a th
lt we ourselves ow"e all this to the kindness 
o 
of oth
rs, are we not bound, as far as lies in our pow"er, 
to be putting eyery one else on all sides of us under 
sinÚlarly blessed obligations? 
It is not hard to do this. The occasions for kind 
actions are manifol<l. Koone passes a day without 
Illeeting with these fortunate opportunities. They grow 
round us eyen while we lie on a bed of sickness, and 
the helpless arc rich in 
 power of kindness towards 
the helpful. Yet, as is always the rule with kindness, 
the frequency of its opportunities is riyalled by the 
facility of its execution. IIardly out of twenty kine 1 
actions does one call for anything like an effort of self- 
denial on our part. Easiness is the rule, and difficulty 
the exception. 'Vhen kindness does call for an effort, 
how noble and how self-rewarding is the sacrifice 
 
'Ye always gain more than we lose. "\Ve gain even 
outwardly, and often eyen in kind. But the inward 
gain is invariable. K othing forfeits that. 
M-oreover 
there is sonlething very economical about the generosity 
of kindness. A little goes a long way. It seems to be 
an almost universal fallacy aIllong mankind, which 
leads them to put a higher price on kindness than it 
dcser,'es. N either do men look generally at what we 
have had to give up in order to do for them what we 
have done. They only look to the kindness. The 
nlanner is more to them than the matter. The sacrifice 
adlls sonlething, but only a small proportion of the 
whole. The yery world, unkindly as it is, looks at 
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kindness through a, glass which nlultip]ies as well as 
luagnifics. I called this a, fallacy. . It is a sweet 
fallacy; and reminds us of that apparent fallacy. which 
leads God to put such a price upon the pusillanimities 
of our love. 'This fallacy however confers upon kind 
actions a real power. 'The anlount of kindness bears 
no proportion to the effect of kindness. 'The least kind 
action is taller than the hugest wrong. The weakest 
kindness can lift a heavy weight. It reaches far, and 
it travels swiftly. Every kind action belongs to many 
persons, and lays many persons under obligations. 'Ve 
appropriate to ourselves kind actions done to those we 
love, and we forthwith proceed to loye the doers of 
theine Nobody is kind only to one person at once, but 
to nlany persons in one. "liat a beautiful entangle- 
ment of charity we get ourselves into by doing kind 
things! 'Yhat possesses us that we do not do theln 
oftener? 
K either is a kind action shortlived. The doing of 
it is only the beginning of it; it is hardly the thin 6 
itself. Years of estrangement can hardly take the 
oelour out of a kind action. Ilatred truly has chemistry 
of its own, by which it can turn kind actions into its 
cllOÌcest food. But, after all, hatred is an uncommon 
thing, as well as a brutal one; that is to say, compara- 
tively uncommon. 'Yhereas it is not an unconUTIon 
thing for a nlan at the end of half a century to do a 
kind action because one was done to hiIn fifty years 
ago. There is also this peculiarity about kind actions, 
that the more we try to repay thenl the further off 
,ve seem fronl having repaid theine 'The oLli
ation 
lengthens, and widens, and deepens. 'Ye hasten to fill 
up the chasm by our gratitude; but we only deepen it, 
as if ,,
e were digging a well or sinking a pit. 'Ye go 
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faster still. The abyss grows more hungry. A.t last 
our lives become delightfully committed to be nothing 
but a profusion of kind actions, and we fly heavenwarJs 
on the wings of the wind. There is a pathetic sweet- 
11ess about gratitude, which I suppose arises frml1 this. 
It is a pathos which is very humbling, but yery inyi- 
gorating also. ,Yhat was the feeling which was father 
in the poet's mind to those exquisite verses? 


.. I've heard of hearts unkind, kind deeds 
With coldne
s still returning i 
Alas! the gratitude of men 
Hath oftener left me mourning!" 


But by this tin1e an objection to the whole matter 
will have come plainly into view. Indeed to some it 
has already presented itself before now. I have been 
a ware of it throughout, but have chosen to defer noticing 
it till now. It In:1Y be said that all this iUlplies a very 
unsupernatural view of the spiritu:1llife, ancllays undue 
stress on what are almost natural virtues, th3.t it refers 
more to outward conduct than to inward experipnces, 
that there is too much of conlmon sense in it and too 
little of mystical theology. I n1Ìght content myself 
,vith replying that a 111an cannot write on 1110re than 
one subject at once, neither can he bring in the whole 
of ascetical doctrine, when he is illustrating but one 
portion of it. But there is something n10re in the 
objection, which I can only answer by pleading guilty 
to the charge, and refusing to be ashan1ecl of my guilt. 
"Then we read the lives of the saints, or ponder on the 
teaching of nlystical books, we shall surely have no 
difficulty in admitting that we ourselves are but begin- 
ners, or at least 1nen of very low attainments in the 
matter of perfection.. ....\s such we are liable to two 
4. 
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mistakes; I hardly know whether to C"all theIll tempta- 
tions or delusions. The first is to think too little of 
(>:sternal things. Do not nlisunderstanc1111e. I åm not 
accusing you of paying too nluch attention to the culti- 
yation of an interior spirit. It is not easy to do thi
. 
In our state perhaps it is ÏInpossible. But what I mean 
is, that beginners like to turn their eye away frOln out- 
".ar<1 conduct to the more hidJen processes of their own 
spiritual experiences. If we allow a beginner to choose 
his own subject for particular exanlen of conscience, he 
"rill ahnost always ('hoose some very delicate and im- 
perceptible fault, the theatre of which is almost wholly 
within, or SOll1e refined forIn of self-Ioye whose nwta- 
Inorphoses are exceedingly difficult either to detect or to 
control. lIe will not choose his temper, or his tongue, 
.or his love of nice dishes, or S0111e unworthy habit whith 
is dis3greeable to those around him. Yet this is the 
rule of St. Ignatius; and surely no one will accuse hirn 
of not cultivating an interior spirit. This then is the 
first of the two nlistakes which I attributed to lnen of 
lo,y attainIllents. They affect those parts of the spiri- 
tu::tllife, which lie on the borders of nlystical theology 
 
and do justice neither to the conUl1on things of the faith, 
nor to the regulation of outw"ard conJuct. This lea<1s 
to haròness of heart, to spiritual pride, and to self- 
righteousness. It has a peculiar power to neutralize 
the operations of grace, and to reduce our spiritnali ty to 
a 11latter of words and feelings. ..l
_ man will renlain 
unimproycd for years who travels upon this path. 
The seconù n1Í8take is very like the first, though there 
is a diff
rence in it. It consists in giving way to an 
attraction towards what is too hiah for us. It is not that 
o 
'\ye diyide things into outwarJ and inward, and exagge- 
rate the btter. TIut we c1iviL1e them into high and 
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commonplace, and are inclined almost to despise the 
latter. ,\T e fasten with a sort of diseased eaO"(-rne
s 
b 
upon the exceptional practices of the saints. Pecu- 
liarities have a kind of charm for us. V{ e try to forco 
ourselves to thirst for suffering, when we have hardly 
grace enough for the quiet enduran.ce of a headache. ,\T e 
ask leave to pray for calumny, when a jocose retort puts 
us into a pas::;ion. ,Ye turn fr0111 the Four Last Things 
as subjects of prayer hardly suited to our state of disin- 
terested love. ,\r e skip like antelopes over the purga- 
tiye w"ay, as if none but the herbage of the ilh.lnlÏnative, 
or the Jesert flowers of the unitive way, were food 
delicate enough for us. ,Ye enjoy :Father Baker while 
we think Rodriguez dry.. In a '\'"01'0, we traffic with 
exceptions rather than with nùes. Hence the COUlnlon 
111 oral virtues, the orùinary Illatives of religion, the 
duties of our state of life, our respon::;ibilities towrrrds 
others, the usual teaching of sermons anJ spiritual 
books, are all kept in the background. ,\
 e are too well 
instructed to speak evil of theIn, or to show them con- 
tempt; but we treat them with a respectful neglec
. 
Thus our spiritual life becomes a sort of elegant selfish 
solitude, a tmuple reared to dainty delusions, a III ere fas- 
tidious anù exclllsi ve "worship of self whose refineIl1ent 
is only an aggravation of its dishonesty. Ko saint ever 
went along this road. ,Ye can only reach the delicate 
truths of 11lJstici::;nl through the connnonplace sinceri- 
ties of asceticisln. ,Ye are neyer so likely to be high 
in the spiritual life, as when we seem just like anybody 
else. The grace to be inùi::;tinguishable from the good 
people rounù us, is a greater grace than that which 
,-isibly marks us off from their practices or their. attain- . 
lllCnts. 
Now I beli'
Ye that both these Ini
takcs finl1 an utter- 
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ance in the objection which I have no.ticed, and there- 
fore, as being peculiarly out of syrnp
thy with both 
these errors, I willingly plead guilty to the objection. 
I do think W
 are all in danger of nlaking away ,vith 
the supernatural by having first used it to destroy the 
na.turl11. I coulel go on for hours, illustrating this nlis- 
chieyous tendency; but I 111USt keep to nIY subject, and 
endeavour to show those, who feel they cannot throw 
off the o
jection so lightly as I do, what a very real 
connection there is between this practice of kindpess on 
supernatural nlotives, and the highest departments of 
the spiritual life. Indeed it would be difficult to exag- 
gerate the inlportance of kindness as an ally in our 
invisible warfare. Naturalists say of the ant, that the 
lnost surprising part of its instinct is its genius for 
extenIp:.)l'aneousness. In other words it almost puts 
reason to shame, by the promptitude with which it acts 
under totally new circumstances, its inventiveness in 
meeting with difficulties of which it can have had no 
previous experience, its ingenuity in changing the use 
of its tools, its power of instantaneous divination as to 
how it shall act in unexpected conjunctures, and its fore- 
seeing judgment in hardly ever having to make an 
experilnent, or to try two ways of doing a thing. K ow 
there is sOJuething very like this in kindness. Spiritual 
persons, who specially cultivate kindness, are singularly 
exenlpt fr0111 delusions. Yet delusions form the nlost 
intricate and balling part of our spiritual warfare. But 
the instinct of kindness is never baffled. No position 
ever seems new to it, no difficulty unforeseen. It 
appears to be dispensed from the necessity of dcliberat- 
ing. It follows the lightning-like changes of self-Ioye, 
or of the tenlpter, with a speed as lightning-like as their 
own. It sees through all stratagems. It is for ever 
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exteIllporizing neW" methods of defence, and new varIe- 
ties of attack. It always has light enough to work by, 
because it is lun1Ïnous itself. 
Besides this, kindness has an intrinsic congeniality 
"With all the characteristics of the higher spiritual states. 
IGnd actions go upon unselfish motives, and therefore 
tend to form a habit of disinterestedness in us, which 
prepares us for the highest motives of divine love. They 
also catch us up, like strong angels, into the regions of 
sacrifice. Like God's goodness, they are constantly 
occupied where there is no hope of repaynlellt anlt 
return. Like the shedding of the Precious Blool!, they 
have an actual prefel'ence for 111ultiplying thenlselves 
upon their enellÜes. In like manner as God acts ever- 
In ore for His own glory, so kind actions, when they are 
habitual, 111USt ycry frequently be done for IIinl alone. 
It is their instinct to be hidden, like the instinct of IIis 
Proyidence. Nay, God often rewards thenl by arrang- 
ing that they shall be unrequited, anù so look only to 
Him as IIinlself their recOlnpense; and He shows fre- 
quently a nlost tender wisdonl in arranging that all this 
shall be without the sin or ingratitude of others. lIe 
even shrouds our kind actions for us by letting us look 
stern, or speak sharply, or be quicktClllpereJ, in the 
doing of theIne I need not stop to develope all this
 
'Vho does not see that 
e are here right in the Inidst of 
the motive-machinery of the very highest spiritual con- 
dition of the soul ? 
It nlay not be out of place, however, to lay clown a 
few plain rules for the doing of kind actions. I have 
said that the majority of thelu require no effort; but 
when they have to be done with effort, it is unkind 1l0t 
to keep the efl'ùrt out of view. At the SaIne tÏ1ne, so 
that our hunÜlity 1n:1Y not be disquieted, we must bear 



54 


KIXDXESS. 


in n1Ïnd that the being done with effort is no just cause 
of disheartem:nent. 'Ye should never répeat to others 
our kind actions. If we do, their heavenly influence 
over ourselves goes at once. Neither does it simply 
cvaporate; it remains as a dead weight. The soul has 
111:1ny heaps of rubbish in it, but none n10re deleterious 
than this. 'Yhen persons begin to thank us, we shoulJ 
playfully stop their thanks, but not stiffly or unreally. 
There are sonle men, who would feel awkward and 
unconlfortable if they were not allowed to pour out their 
feelings. Such Inen we Illust not check. It is part of 
the clisc'ernment of good manners to find out who they 
are, and the perfection of good manners to be naturi.!l 
and sin1J!le under the operation of being praised. Being 
praised puts us for the most part in a ludicrous position. 
Either it lllortifies us by a sense of inferiority, or it 
makes us suspicious hy a feeling of disproportion, or it 
unseasonably awakes our sense of luunour, which is 
al ways in proportion to the honest serÏousness of those 
who are praising us. The fnct is, very few pèople know 
how to praise, and fewer still know how to take it. 'Ye 
shoulll nc
er dwell upon our kind actions in our own 
l11iwls. God is in then1. They have been operations 
of grace. He is shy of being looked at, and withdraws. 
'''hen we are tenlpted to be complacent about them, 
let us think of the sanctity of GoJ, and be ashan1ed. 
Let us dwell on Iris attribute of lnagnificence, and be 
especially deyout to it. \Ye shall thus keep ourselves 
,rithin the lin1its of our own littleness, and even feel 
comfortable in then1. 
Be"ore we conclude our task, we must say son1ething 
about kind suffèring. Kind suffcrin6' is in fact a forill of 
k
nd action, with peculiar rubrics of its own. :Uut if 
all kindn
ss needs grace, kind suffering needs it a hun- 
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dred fold. Of a truth those are rare natures, "Which. 
know how to suffer gracefully, and in whose endurance 
there is a natural beauty which simulates, and some- 
times even seeIns to surpass, what is supernatural. To 
the Christian no sight is. more nlelancholy, than 
this simulating of grace by nature. It is a problen1 
which makes hill1 thoughtful, but to which no think- 
ing brings a satisfactory solution. 'Yith the Christian, 
kind suffering must be aln10st wholly supernatural. 
It is a region in which grace nlust be despotic, 
so despotic as hanlly to allow nature to dwell in the 
land. There is a hannonious fusion of suffering and 
gentleness effècted by grace, which is one of the most 
attractive features of holiness. 'Yith quiet and unob- 
trusive sweetness the sufferer makes us feel as if he were 
Ininistering to us, rather than we to him. It is we who 
are under the obligation. To wait on hinl is a pri- 
yilege rather than a task. Even the softening, sanctify- 
ing influences of suffèring seeIn to be exercising them- 
sel ves on us rather than on hiln. His gentleness is 
making us gentle. lIe casts a spell over us. 'Ve have 
all the advantages of being his inferiors, without being 
vexed with a sense of our inferiority. What is n10re 
beautiful than considerateness for others, when we our- 
selves are unhappy? It is a grace made out of a variety 
of graces, and yet, while it nlakes a deep impression on 
all who C0111e within the sphere of its influence, it i:; a 
very hidden grace. It is part of those deep treasures 
of the heart, which the world can scldOln rifle. 
To be subject to low spirits is a sad liability. Yet, 
to a vigorous nlanly heart, it may be a very complete 
sanctification. 'Yhat can be more unkind than to conl- 
municate our low spirits to others, to go about the 
,,-orld like denlons, poisoning tho fountains of jo'y"? 
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Have I more light because I have lll3I1aged to involve 
those I love in the same gloom as myself? Is it not 
pleasant to see the sun shining on the nlountains: eycn 
though we have none of it down in our valley 
 0 the 
littleness and the meanness of that sickly appetite for 
sympathy, which will not let us keep our tiny, lilliputian 
sorrows to ourselves! "\Vhy nlust we go sneaking about, 
like sonle dishonourable insect, and feed our darkness on 
other people's light? "\Ve hardly know in all this whether 
to be more disgusted with the meanness, or more indig- 
nant at the selfishness, or more sorrowful at the sin. The 
thoughts of the dying mother are all concentered on 
her newborn child. It is a beautiful emblem of unsel- 
fish holiness. So let us also hide our pains and sorrows. 
But, while we hide them, let them also be spurs within 
us to urge us on to all manner of overflowing kinùncss 
and sunny hunlonr to those around us. 'Vhen the 
very darkness within us creates a sunshine arouncl us, 
then has the spirit of Jesus taken possession of our 
souls. 
Social contact has sonlething irritating in it, even 
when it is kindliest. Those who love us are continually 
aggravating us, not only unintentionally, but even in 
the display of their love. Unkindness also abounds, 
and is of itself vexatious. Smnething goes wrong daily. 
It is difficult even for sympathy not to exasperate. 
Consolation is alnlost always chafing. ".,. e often seem 
to have COlne into the world without our skins, so that 
all intercourse is agony to our sensitiveness. \Yhat a 
field for sanctification all this opens out to us! Then 
there is another sort of sweetness under God's visita- 
tions; and this shows itself especially in taking all the 
burden we can off others. For the fact is, that every- 
body's cross is shared by many. No one carries his 
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own cross wholly. At least such crosses are very rare. 
raIn not quite sure that they exist. K ow kind suffer- 
ing makes us habitually look rather at what others feel 
of our crosses, than at what we feel of them ourselves. 
'Ve see our own crosses on other people's shoulders, 
and overwhelnl them with kindness accordingly. It is 
not we who have been tossing wakeful all night that are 
the sufferers, but the poor nurse who has been fighting 
all night against the sleep of health by our bedside, and 
only with partial success. It is not we, who cannot 
bear the least noise in the house, that deserve sympathy, 
but the poor little constrained chilùren who have not 
been allowed to make the noise. For to children is 
there any happiness, which is not also noise? This is 
the turn of nlind, which kinùness in suffering gives us. 
'Yho will say it is not a most converting thing? But 
then it must develope itself graceftùly. 'Ve must do 
all this unobtrusively, so as not to let others see it is 
done on purpose. Hence it is that the saints keep 
silence in suffering. For the nlere knowledge of what 
they suffer is itself a suffering to those who love them. 
But suffering is a world of miracles. It would fill a 
book to say all that might be said about kindness under 
suffering. 
Let us conclude. 'Ve have been speaking of kind- 
ness. Perhaps we n1Ïght better have called it the spirit 
of Jesus. 'Yhat an amulet we should find it in our 
passage through life, if we would say to ourselves two 
or three times a day these soft words of Scripture,* 
}Iy spirit is sweet above honey, anLl my inheritance 
above honey and the honeycOlnb. TIut, you will say 
perhaps, "After all it is a very little virtue, very 
much a matter of natural tenlperament, and rather 
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an aft',1Ïr of good manners than -of holJ living." 
,Yell! I will not argue with you. The grass of the 
fields is better th
n the cedars of Lebanon. It feeds 
more, and it rests the eye better,-that thyn1Y, daisy- 
eyed carpet, making earth sweet, and fair, and homelike. 
J\:indness is the turf of the spiritual worlLl, whereon the 
sheep of Christ feed quietlJ beneath the Shepherd's 
cye. 
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Life is always flowing on like a riyer, somctÏInes 
with n1urnlurs, sOlllctimcs without, bcnding this way 
and that, we do not exactly see why, now in beautiful 
picturesque places, now through bare and uninteresting 
scenes, but always flowing, and with a look of treachery 
about its flowing, it is so swift, so voiceless, yet so con- 
tinuous. 'Ye naturally begin with life, whell we come 
to speak of death. The aspects of death nlake us think 
of the aspects of life. These last are easily sUIlllned up. 
r.I-'hey are silllple aspects, aspects of a very terrible siu1- 
plicity. All life and all Ii yes are trayclling towards 
God. TÏrne is sucking us onwarù with an insidious 
rapidity, even when suffering or sameness make life 
seem to be going slowly. Time rushes, even when it 
feels as if it dragged. All the actions of life are repar- 
able, except the last, and that is absolutely irreparable, 
even by any supernatural process. 1\101'eov('r that last 
act, which is death, fixes all the other actions of life, 
and giyes theln their final llleaning. That end of life 
is also the same to all, the same end to the -most vari- 
ously adventurous lives. Such are the aspects of life. 
They are aspects of death also. Life gives the charac- 
ter to ùeath. Death is the interpretation of life. The 
Sacred 'Yriter n1akes bold to say that he, who always 
l'en1embers his life's end, shall never do amis3. The 
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remembrance of death must therefore be a notable 
feature in the spiritual life. 'Ye nlust study this. death, 
the renlenlbrance of which is such an adversary to sin, 
such an aid to holiness. 
Let us consider, first of all, the act of dying. It is 
very sinlple and very short. Yet all men fear it, and 
some fear it so mnch that it casts a shadow over their 
whole lives. It is the separation of body and soul, the 
end of that long companionship between thenl, which is 
a mystery we have never been able to fathom, and 
which we should have imagined, if we had not been 
othel
wise taught, involyed our very existcnce, our per- 
sonality. 'Ve can make no satisfactory picture to our- 
selves of a life without a body. 'Ye only know that 
there is such a life, and that it is a very wonderful one 
wherever it is lived, and that we shall one day live it 
somewhere, remaining the S3.nle persons that we are 
now. nut how the soul will disentangle itself frOln 
that conlplicated body, in which it now lives ubiqui- 
tously, we cannot tell. 'Ve only know of certain con- 
ditions of the body which hinder it from being the 
resiùence of life. Therefore the SOlÙ lays it down, and 
speeJily the rejected body flows away in atOllls, first 
the lighter, then the grosser, along that s\vift, changeful, 
interweaving current of matter, which girdles the whole 
,vorkl, and is put to all manner of unexpected uses, and 
subn1Ïts to millions of unforeseen appropriations. Then, 
haying thus served God briskly and diligently with 
everyone of its husy atoms through all the ages till the 
day of doom, the body will recover itself with a mar- 
vellous identity, and be ours again at the genera] resur- 
rection. l\Iother and chilJ, husbanLl and wife, nevcr 
met on earth 'with such extasy of love, as the boJy 
and soul of the just will meet at the resurrection. 
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This act of dying is moreover a punishment, and the 
most ancient of all punishments. It is the Creator"s 
first punishment of the sinning creature, invented by 
the Creator Himself, the first promulgated invention of 
IIis vindictive justice. It can therefore under any cir- 
cumstances harilly be a light one, whether we consider 
the Being who thus punishes, or the thing punished, 
which is sin. Indeed. it is a penalty which nothing 
COw.L1 render tolerable to the creature, except the Creator 
IIimself suffering it, and diffusing the balnl of IIis own 
death over the universal deaths of men. It is true that 
men have desired to die, and they haye sinned by the 
desire, because it was the fruit of an unsanctified impa- 
tience. Others have desired to die, but then they,vere 
men who had also in them the grace to desire to suffer. 
Some have desired to die, because they pined for God, 
and the pains of death were a small price to pay for so 
huge a good; still they were distinguishably a price. 
SOlne deaths have been so beautiful, that they can 
hardly be recognized for punishments. Such was the 
death of St. Joseph, with his head pillowed on the lap 
of J esus. Yet the twilight bosom of .A.brahmn was but 
a dull place conlpared with the house of Nazareth, 
which the eyes of Jesus lighted. Such was l\Iary's 
death, the penalty of which was rather in its delay. 
It was a soft extinction, through the noiseless flooding of 
her heart with divine love. Yet divine love is a sharp 
fire to all flesh which i.., not yet glorified. X owhere 
then has death altogetlwr put off its penal character. 

Iartyrdom is a crown, precisely because it is a cross 
also. To us death is a punishment due on nlOre indict- 
ments than wUlùd fill a volume, or could be recited 
between sunrise and sunset. Yet youth, youth th:lt is 
young in years, antI older youth that is Joung in holi- 
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ness, are sometiuICs ill all yised enough to spcak snlartly 
and lightly about this great thing c1e
th. .A.. punish- 
ment, t.he oldest punishnlent, the punishment of God's 
ow.n pure invention,-we nlay not do otherwise than 
tremble at it. It is a surprising mercy that we are 
even bil1den to be hopeful. 
Furtherlnore, this penal act of dying has ordinarily 
to be perfornled at a tilne and unller circmnstances 
when, humanly speaking, ,ye are least capable of a 
grave and SOlelnl1 action; or else it is performed so 
suddenly that it harllly COllles under the notion of an 
act út all. Its natural season is when bodily and men- 
tal we..lkness are both exercising their enlpire over us, 
anù when our will is as little free as it can be, reu1ain- 
ing free at all. It is almost an essential part of the 
punishment of death, that it takes us at a disaJvantage. 
,Ye want a strong body undistracted by torture, an 
unclouded 111Ìnd alid a collected will to do many things 
at once, a long wor\ in a short tinle, a delicate, perilous, 
mallifolLl, l111lltiforlll, work, requiring a thousand eyes, 
and a thousand h:.tnùs, and a n1Ïnd, anù a Inenlory 
which perfect calmness nl
Y Illultiply into a thousantl 
lnemories and a thousand luincts. In a word, we never 
need to be more thoroughly aliye than at the n10nlent 
when we cOIne to die. Instead of w11Ïch the life is just 
going out of us. It is flickering in a sort of second 
childhood. It is engrossed by the pains and cares of 
this world. Earth never luakes itself 1110re imp8riously 
sensible to the soul, than when in a few 1110111ents there 
váll be earth no more to us. Speaking naturally, the 
physical circulllstances which bring about our death 
render all its other circumstances just the reverse of 
-whí..i.t ,ye could have wished. nut we HUlst not eonl- 
plain of ibis. It i
 tho specialty of the puni:,hmcl1t. 
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It is to be thought of, and profited by, rather th
n 
lamented. It belongs to all death. The death which 
has least of it, the death which in itself is most free 
fron1 this being taken at a disadvantage, is a public 
execution, as if, when lllen lllnde death tlleir punish- 
ment of their guilty fello,v, God withdrew from it some 
of the frightening aspects, which it has as .lIis punish- 
ment. Except martyrdom, an unjust public execution 
'would be the most comnlodious manner of dying, so far 
as the arrangement of the outward circumstances of 
death is concerned. 
Our forefathers. believed, and probably not untruly, 
that there were especial places which were dear to cyil 
spirits, and which froB1 predilection they haunted from 
age to age. 'YllOever dwelt in such places, unless they 
were strong in the grace of Christ, were harassed by 
these evil spirits, anù were more or less under their 
influence. There is no doubt that where Jeath is busy, 
the eyil spirits are busy also. _\ deathbed is a choice 
tin1e and place for their presence and their machina- 
tions. It is their last chance with the departing soul. 
If alas! he has been their willing prey for yearR, 
though as the life is so shall the enel be, yet they are 
not quite secure. Some great compassion of Jesus, 
some yehel1lent prayer of }'Iary, S01ne strong sacranlent, 
n13Y break in upon the circle of evil which they fancy 
they have traced around their yictinl. The possibilities 
of n1ercy are a terror to then1. They ll1USt be there to 
guarJ and cIaiu1 their own. If death conICS at the ena 
of a long and dubious struggle between good and eyiI, 
D1llCh Dlore need is there for their activity anJ their 
stratagenls. Final graces are COill111on every day, graces 
by which the dying soul is illun1Ïnated anJ fortifieJ to 
make those supernatural acts of repentance, fear, and 
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love by wllich he is reunited to God, and the Blood of 
J" esus triumphs at the last. Sah.ation hung on the 
balance, and is now secured. FrOlll such a deäthbecl 
the de1110nS dare not to be absent. They have the 
Guardian 
\.ngel to counterwork. They have the sacra- 
nlents to baffle. They haye the early teaching of the 
faith about sin and about contrition to suffocate. Alas 
they are often enough successful, to make all their 
patient assiduity well worth their wI1ile. Even with 
the faithful disciplès of Christ, they have a chance, a 
chance which they too often realize. There is such a 
thing as a bad death after a good life. l\Ien, who haye 
been keeping to God, or seen1Ïng to us to do so, for a 
long while, have visibly fallen away from IIilll at the 
last. If it be but a possibility, let it plunge us in silent 
fear. Even when the demons are hopeless, they swarm 
round the d
ring bed, were it only to harass the ser- 
vant of our Lord. They may lead him into some 
venial sin, or some sad unworthiness, or diminish his 
merits, or lengthen his purgatory. It is the law of their 
fearful hatred to be always working against the interests 
of Jesus. Thus it is that where death is, there they 
are, wounded by heavenly presences, irritated by sweet 
tranquil heroisllls of humble faith, galled by the 
powers of the Church, and thwarted by the grand 
energies of the sacranlents: nevertheless they are there, 
to see if perchance they can make any irruption into 
the kingdom of light; and their presence must be COD- 
sidered as wellnigh inseparable from the act of dying. 
Death is also not unfrequently a secret chamber in 
which God appoints a private and special interview with 
His failing creature. SOllletimes it is to praise, and 
cheer, and to give us an assurance and a' foretaste of 
our bliss. Somctinles it is to punish, nlercifully, yery 
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nlercifully, yet also, considering time and place, "Very 
severely, as if He partially judged us before the time, 
that He might punish us on this side the grave. lIe 
has perhaps been offended with particular acts of our 
past life, and He has said nothing, but waited till now, 
and now He punishes. Either lIe sends panics into our 
souls, or gives us a piercing vision of these particular 
faults, or permits temptations, such temptations as are 
congenial to those faults; or in some other way He chas- 
tises us, and it is hard to bear, though it is a mighty love. 
He thus luakes death doubly a punishment, a private 
punishment as well as a public one. In many cases the 
deathbed is thus a double one. There is the deathbed, 
with the priest, and the physician, and the friends, 
around the ailing creature; and there is the sanle 
deathbed in an inner room, where the Father of all 
creatures is alone with IIis child, in cOllununications too 
intimate ever to be disclosed to living ear. 'Ye may 
well fear this silent visit of our Eternal Father . Yet 
it is to be our joy to live with Him for ever; let us 
bear then with filial submission the pains which His 
compassionate but exceeding jealousies may give us at 
that last hour of life. 
Such is the act of dying, with the circumstances 
which ordinarily belong to it. But we must not omit 
also to recount some of its features, which are fan1iliar 
to all of us, yet are needful to the picture. The first is, 
that it is inevitable. It C01ues to all. There is no 
escape. There are no exceptions. I remenlber as a 
boy succeeding in persuading Inyself that I shoulJ not 
die, and living for some years in that persuasion. It 
,vas not that I thought Illyself better than others. But 
I fancied s01uething would happen, the entl of the world 
or something. I was not particular about Iny motivcs 
5 



66 


OX DEATH. 


of credibility for what I was so erlger to believe. But 
the opposite conviction, which was not forced upon me 
till DlY teens, brought with it a season of crushed hopes 
and incessant hauntings, which I tremble to think of 
. even now. PerJlaps all children have. once had a half- 
fornled delusive hope that they individually will not òie. 
"\Vith n1yself it is to this day always an interesting 
truth, one that never palls, never tires, never grows dull 
through familiarity, I-mt is always stirring, and new, 
and original, that death is inevitable. Different things 
happen to different men. God never seenlS to repeat 
destinies. All destinies are individual. Each 111an has 
his own. But it is the common destiny to die. 
]'Ioreover it is an act of which we have 110 experience, 
because it is done only once. 'Ve may seem to all 
intents and purposes to have died before. 'Ve may 
have believed we ,vere dying, and may have arranged 
ourselves with such self-collection as we could. 'Ve 
may have made what we were sure ,vas our last confes- 
sion. 'Ye may have been anointeù, and had the last 
blessing of the Church. Our eye 111ay have closed, and 
our head sunk back heayily into insensibility. But 
God knew we were not dying. Probably the evil spirits 
knew we were not dying. So that many supernatural 
realities were absent from that seeming death, which 
,yill be present at our actual death. K 0 ! ,y C 11R'-C 
no experience of dying. This is the simple fact. ",Yhat 
follows fron1 it? Sonlcthing of great importrlnce, 
which is not without. terror also, na11lCly, that as wc 
bave no experience of it, we can fOrIn no habit of it, 
and it is habit which at once lllakes the thing to be 
done easier, and us who do it crl!mcr in the doing. 
But n1ay not this be said of any important action, whic-h 
is to Le done for the first time ? Yes! but then it is 
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another feature of death, that with it there is. no next 
tÏIne. It has to be dune but once. Everything depends 
upon the doing of it well. IIowever it is done, well or 
ill, it is sÏ1nply irreparable. Once over, all discussion, 
deliberation, retrospect, discovery of n1Ïstakes, fresh 
plans, are out of the question. It was one, absolute,. 
final, inllnutable act; aud now that it is done, it must 
be left as it is, helplessly fertile of eternal consequences.. 
It a1::;o adds to the difficulty of dying with that tran- 
quillity, dignity, and preparation, which we should 
desire, that the time of it is uncertain. Age furnishes 
us with the lllerest probabilities regarding it, which 
have a certain universal likelihood about them, available 
to staticians. helpful to insurance offices, capable of 
feeding ambitious or lnercenary expectations. But to 
the indh-idual 111ey are in reality no p;l.'obabilities at all. 
There is no improbability in our dying this very next 
llloment. Perhaps we shall. Then, when the 1110lnent 
elapses, the next llloment succeeds to the sanIe possi- 
bility, nay to a possibility increasing continually into a 
greater likelihood. It is the hercdìt::lry property of all 
the mOllH'nts of life. by llight or by day. Sudden 
deaths are far from unCOlnllIon. They also often COlnc 
in batches in the S::il1Ie neighbourhood, as if there was 
an undiscovered law about thenl, which there probably 
is. Indeed the frced0111 of all h Ulnan actions See111S to 
have ample;:;t scope in its sphere, and yet to have a 
sphere, and to represent a law even though it is not 
controlled by it. The statistics of crinlC appear to 
indicate sonIC suell lllysterious and unmanageable fact. 
So then there is no such inlprobaùility of a suddcn 
death. The kno\vn peculiarities of our constitutions 
may increase the probahilities to us individually, as, 
for example, if we haye been thrcateneù with apoplex.}
, 
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or haye a cognizable heart-complaint. On the other 
hand the extrenlCst old age cannot be sure of d,ying the 
next moment. Even when we are in our agony, science 
can only give us an approxirnation to the length of its 
endurance. 'rhus it is one of the universal features of 
death, to which even martynlorn and public executions 
are not infallible exceptions, that the moment of death 
is uncel'tain. "\Ve lnay be rescued fronl martyrdonl, or 
our grace l11ay fail, or rather our correspondence to it, 
anù we may save ourselves by apostasy. 'Ye nlay be 
pardoned on the scaffold, or we nlay die before the 
IllOJnent of our execution conIes. Dcath is therefore 
unh-ersally uncertain. If it gives us warning by an 
illness, it is a grace. If there is a prediction of sudden 
death in the specialty of our constitutions, that is a 
still greater grace. But further than this, death spares 
none of us the full inconvenicnce of its uncertaint.y. 
I..ct us now take a history of dying, and imagine it 
under the l1l0st favourable circunlstances. The man 
shall have notice to die, tinle to die, and all the best 
circmnstances of dying. Let us aSSUllle it to happen 
in our own case. An illness comes to us. From the 
first we perceive that it is of a serious character. 'Ye 
have feelings within ourselves, so different from those 
of previous illnesses that we cannot but account of thenl 
as prophecies of death. 'Ve see our danger in the eyes 
of those around us. "
e are fortunate in being sur- 
rounded by Christians, antI therefore, at whatever risk 
of actually hastening our death by agitation, we are 
told, gently but plainly, that the end is COBle. Those 
who love us 111ake a great sacrifice of thenIselves in 
telling us this. It is the kindest of all kindnesses, 
although the withholding of it would be cruelty and sin 

lany souls are in hell now Í1'onl this selfi:5h crueltr. 
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]\{others have thus sent their chilùren there, not seeing 
that it was to spare themselves rather than their chil- 
òren that they were so barbarously silent. IIusbands 
too there have been who lost their last chance, because 
the love of their wives was but a covert selfishness. 0 
t.here is little love on earth which puts the soul before 
the body! 
\,... e have received the announcement of our approach- 
ing enù with calnlness, but not without considerable 
fear. God has been our first thought. Happy for us, 
if lIe has alwaya been so I \Ve kno,v that the great 
work is to be done with Him down in the depths of our 
own souls. \Ve send for the priest, and with such 
examination of conscience as we can, or, better still, 
from notes prepared beforehand, we nlake a general 
confession of our whole lives. \Ve detest all our sins 
from the bottom of our hearts, so far as we can be 
judges of our own sincerity. vVe abhor them as off
nces 
against God, with an abhorrence that involves the 
strongest purpose of not repeating them, should we be 
unexpecte(Uy raised up from this seeming deathbed. 
Indeed years ha-,e already passed since we committed 
them. So we trust here is evidence of our efficacy of 
purpose. X evertheless we are so weak, are suffering 
so much frOln bodily pain, and are altogether so tremu- 
lous and fluttered, that we certainly do not feel that 
sensibly keen sorrow which ,,"'e had beforehand hoped 
to feel. The priest however, who has questioned uS 
anxiously, is satisfied with our answers, and we are 
absolved. In our lives before ,ve have never doubted 
an absolution; but now we would fain have something 
nlore like an assurance of its validity. For consider 
'what a brink it is we are on! But it is still twilight. 
Faith is a light, but ît is not open day yet. 
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"remake a profession of our faith, especially in the 
real presence of Jesus with us in Ilis sarranlent of love. 
'Ve doubt nothing. The pillow under our head is not 
a rest nlore palpable than the truth of our dearest 
Lord's Divinity is to our soul, now grown heavy with 
the heaviness of death. 'Ye feel we have never known 
our Blessed Lady till now, so manifest has her mater- 
nal office become to us, so clearly is she one of the 
nurses round our bed. Even dark things are plain now. 
Faith is just going to dissolve like a mist. The boun- 
daries of faith and sight are ceasing to be defined. 
Truly we shall need faith in purgatory; but it is under 
conditions there, which give it the certainty of sight, 
,vithout the bliss of the Yision. Furthernlore, we think 
if we haye any enemies. None perhaps that we know 
of; for enenlY is a strong word. Jlowever, we forgh-e 
fronl the bottOln of our hearts any such that there may 
be, and nIl who have ever wronged us, were it only to 
the alTIOUllt of a sarcastic speech or an unkind look. 
",Ve also beg pardon of all whom we have ever offended 
in the heyday of our selfish health, and. in the velocity 
of our success. 'Ve see more of tbis in our nlemories 
than we were aware of. So ,ve cleanse our hearts of 
all little spites, jealousies, suspicions, yindictivenesscs, 
unbeliefs, distastes, prejudices, persuasions, harc1nesses, 
unforgiyingnesses, and wants of synlpathy, which .we 
now see to have been fearfully against charity. 'Yhat 
evil plight we were in in this respel't, and we had not 
a suspicion of it ! Thank God for this la1;t sharp light 
 
TIut we are growing exhausted. 
Nevertheless here is a great effort to be n13de. Our 
Lord is coming, as our Yiaticum. 'Ye nlllst rally all the 
flagging energies of onr souls. ".. c would kneel if they 
.would only let us. 'Ye will do our best. Alas! boilily 
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weakness has gone too far. \Ve haye managed to swallow, 
and we have sunk back with our eyes closed, very tired, 
yet happy. Still we relnelllber sweeter Comlllunions 
than this Viaticum, more love, more heat, more sensible 
union. Death is a great distraction. K 0 doubt of it. 
V{ e are making but a poor thanksgiving. This also we 
have often done better in lifetime. But they are rous- 
ing us now to receive Extrenle Unction. It is soft and 
soothing. Yet perhaps it calls unconfessed sins to nlind. 
'Ve have certainly been more sensual and comfort- 
loving in our lives, than we have ever accused ourseh-es 
of being. But this is a sacraInent of capacious recepta- 
cles. 'There is no saying what grace it holds. \Ve 
know that in its abysses the relics and after-harvests of 
the sins of the longest lif
 are put away, and buried 
with an eternal burying. Singular sacrament of n10st 
indefinite magnificence! let me not be dcfrauded of thee 
at the last! 
There is time left. It is filled up with a variety of 
acts, spoken or unspoken, as the case may be. Short 
acts of love of God are multiplied continually, together 
with ejaculations betokening our utter trust in the 
Precious Blood of Jesus. Acts of SOlTOW for sin are 
also perpetually recurring to our lips, feeble perhaps, but 
sincere. 'Ve voluntarily accept death in penance for 
Ollr sins, and we humbly tell God so. 'Ye hardly know 
,vhat we say, but we lnean by it all that it can be made 
to mean, all that He takes it to nlCan. Our tongue is 
swollen, and our voice is as good as gone. 'Ye have no 
moisture to make words with. But in the silent clunn- 
bel's of our hearts IIoly Names are eehoing softly, as 
if they were the last whisperings of grace, as if faith 
would Jie professing i tsclf, even though none of tho.;;e 
around could hear. Our confessor i<s less help to us 



72 


ON DEATH. 


than we thought he 'Would be; as if we' had got so near 
God now, that we were under IIis solé, or rath
r His 
inlmediate, jurisdiction. Yet also the confessor is of 
imlnense use, with his repeated absolutions, his holy 
water, his signs of the cross, his nlere anointed presence, 
the character on his brow, his hands inlpregnated with 
the oclour of the Host. Long since, his suggestions 
ceased to help us, because we had ceased to hear. 
Then we could see his words shape themselves on his 
lips. Now that is gone: there is a teasing blue film: 
now a darkness, and with it a painful desire for light, 
but no tongue to tell it with. Is everything done? 
Are we ready? No! no,v there are many things to 
say. Alas! they cannot be said. There are many 
thing
 to do, so many that some one must help us to 
put them in order. Order! that is what we want. 
'Ve could put things in order once. N ow we have lost 
the power. \Vhat shall we do first? But what is this? 
Can the end be co:ne? Earth is gOIng, or we are 
leaving it: whither are we sinking? \Yill no one bear 
us up? It is growing light. 
Yes! the soul has left the body, and our last, or 
almost our last, thought as we went was, that there 
were still so many things left to do. Yet this is death 
under its most favourable circumstances, in truth the 
circumstances of the fa.voured few. So we belieye it 
al ways is with all deaths, that the last object the light 
of death falls upon is the manifest fact, that there are 
still so many things left to do. This, depend upon it, 
is one of the invariable aspects of Christian death, that 
it comes a little suddenly, a little too soon, when we 
,vere nearly ready but not quite; so that we set off on 
that last journey, as on so many other journeys, leaying 
something behinù which we meant to take. '''"hat is 
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left behind always seems indispensable: the lllcrcy IS 
that in reality it is not so. Our death had its suffi- 
ciency; it only wanteù its finish. But this is a law: 
all deaths want it. Yet it is a want which nlakes the 
prospect somewhat more nervous. 
Let us now consider SOlne of the varieties of death, 
in orùer that we may obtain a yet more complete idea 
of its manifold aspects. It is probable tl1at no two 
deaths are quite alike. Each man's death is indiviùual, 
like himself, like his vocation on earth, like his grace 
on this side the grave, and like his glory on the other. 
Even such varieties of death as we can classify are 
extremely numerous, and nlore than we have space to 
enter upon here. vVe must content ourselves ,vith 
selecting some of the more COlnnlon ones. 
First of all, there is sudden death. This is as if we 
were alive at the end of the world, when Christ comes, 
and we die as we are caught up into the air to meet 
IIim. Or, again, it is as though we never died, but 
were judged without the intermediate step of death. 
'Ve lose death, so far as it is an opportunity. 'Ve have 
a season of grace less than other men. Our eternal 
doom is risked more fearfully than with other men. 
Death is a means of salvation. Sudden death depri,es 
us of this. lIence none but an Î1Teligious lllind can 
ever desire a sudden death, although it is very tempting 
so far as the momentariness of the physical pain is 
concerned, or the consecutive endurance of that long 
harrowing drama in many acts, of which death is so 
often cOlnposed. But the inlportance of death is in its 
position, as the barrier between time and eternity. 
Consequently our eternal interests are the grand objects 
to secure; and for the most part, the more death puts 
us through, the nlore d:ying we have, the greater is the 
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likelihoocl of our making good the eternity beyond. 
Even although a suJùen death is not neccssari
y an 
unproyi1..led death, the Church makes us pray against 
both of them. "r e haVf
 not only no right to be uncaged 
so swiftly, but it is unsafe also. Indeed we haye already 
seen that all deaths are sudden, and that this sudùen- 
ness, this surprise, is one of the disquieting aspects of 
our last great act. 'Ve cannot afford therefore to wish 
it less sudden than it is too sure to be. There is a deep 
feeling in the n1Ïnds of 11len, that a suùùen death is a 
judgment from God. There is no doubt an equally 
deep truth, which this feeling represents. .A. t the same 
tÏ1ne the rule i'3 so far from being invariable, especially 
since our Dlesseù LorJ's death, which has given death 
quite a new countenance, that we may never dare to 
attribute it in the case of others to their sins and to 
God's anger. They may be taken suddenly, as if by a 
swift blast of compassion, f1'0111 occasions of sin or frOl11 
trJTing drcumstances, which would be too much for 
their strength. SOlne persons with a tendency to par- 
ticular diseases fall down dead, and :yet these are harllly 
sudden deaths, because, if they have been aware of that 
tendency, they have had preparation thrust upon then1 
all through life. Still they have been ùepriyed of an 
opportunity. Perhaps also a sudden death may often 
ÏIuply a long purgatory, inasmuch as our last illness and 
death nlDke a great theatre for Christian satisfaction, to 
say nothing of the facile indulgences which crowd round 
the chih1ren of the faith at that last hour. 
Opposed to this, we have lingering deaths, deaths of 
'\
ecks or months, like those of consumption, to which 
the Italians give the nanle of "deaths of the predesti- 
nate," a title which some holy lllcn, with a venturous 
trust in the divine compassions and a magnificent faith 
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in the SaCral11euts, have given to public executions. 
These lingering deaths, howeyer, look more desirable, 
than they turn out to be for the most part in reality. 
The fact is, they are too long. .All things are best in 
llloderation, even the allowance of tinle to die in. 
Lingering deaths seeIll to gi\ge us ample time for pre- 
p3.ration; but the truth is they injure our preparation 
by gi dng us too mnch. 
1any of the diseases, which 
imply such deaths, are also espeeially suhject to false 
hopes, to a disbelief in the proxinlity of death; antl 
this is a basis of lnany perilous temptations. 1\101'eoyer 
,ve get callous as the process goes on, and a valetudi- 
narian love of conlfort is by no means a wholesome 
atInosphere to die in. The suspension of penance is an 
awkward InOlllcnt in which to accOlllplish the transit 
from tÏIne to eternity. An unworthy desire of death 
grows upon us. 'Ye look at it as a physical relief. 
,,- e become inlpatient to die, yet not impatient to see 
God; and for this very insensibility reveJations have dis- 
closed to us that there is a special purgatory. Further- 
111ore, venial sins accrue very rapidly in these protracted 
deaths, sins of inlpatience, ofiuuTIortification, of temper, 
of selfishness, and of censo1'iousnes
 about our nurses. 
'Ye conle also to dispense ourselves too easily fronl ejacu- 
latory prayers and the application of our minds to God. 
Our virtue softens before dying, softens dangerously, 
and nmy need a sharp purgatory to anneal it again. 
Indeed these lingering deaths, while they seem to mean 
a short purgatory, may often have to be followed by a 
long purgatory, just because they themselves were so 
long. There is no one familiar with deathbeds, who 
has not observed ]ww often the grace of dying well 
'veal'S out before its time. ]?or a while the death pro- 
n1Ïscs to be more than good, to be saintly, to be won- 
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dcrful. Then it is as if grace had been giver- in material 
quantity, so much to last so nlany hours, and th.e poor 
sufferer outlives his grace, and dies at last, not, let us 
hope, a dubious death, but by no nleans a death which 
it ,,-ill be any pleasure,. for us who love him, to renlem- 
bel' in the retrospect. It would be unwise of us, there- 
fore, to desire these very lingering deaths. I believe 
all deaths to be mercies, since the day our Lord died; 
nlercies to the individual whose needs and peculiarities 
his Heavenly Father knows. But, speaking of these 
lingering deaths in theInsel ves, they are less desirable 
really than they seem. 
Then there are deaths from violent p:1Ìn. Each man 
probably has a special drear 1 of some particular disease; 
and this dread is not unfrequently a prophecy of its 
fixing npon hin1 at the last. 'Vhile we shrink frOll1 all 
great pain, we are all most anxious to choose the kind 
of pain ,vhich is to be ineyitable to ourselves. 'Yhen 
we have fallen into the power of a pain which we espe- 
cially shun, we are like men whom a wild beast is hold- 
ing down. There is a sort of despairing horror which it 
is hard to change into a religious disposition. Indeed 
it is true of all pain, that it is 1110re often a distraction 
frool God than a memento of lIi01. Those things, which 
111ake God most indispensable to us, are far from being 
the things which most successfully drive us into the 
arlllS of God. Love has always been a completer in- 
strument than fear. To be sanctified by illness is quite 
one of the rarest phenomena of the spiritual life. Some 
of the QTeatest writers on asceticism have noticed this. 
l:) 
It is only high holiness which is not distracted, lowered, 
and nlade animal, by pain. A death from violent pain, 
therefore, will only sanctify those who have a previously 
formed interior spirit, which will enable them to bear 
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it rightly. "\"11ile it is a terrible affliction to the by- 
standers, it is often a nlark of divine love. 'Ye may 
also believe that it frequently stanùs in the stead of 
purgatory. In experience we see that it is repeat- 
ecUy accompanieJ by an unusual gift of contrition, 
which is one of the clearest signs of predestination. It 
is sometimes also the lot of those, who in lifetime have 
been too easy with themselves in the Ina tter of bodily 
penance; and then it comes to them partly as a punish- 
lllent, but lllurh more as a merciful opportunity Inaking 
up in its single self for many neglected opportunities. 
Those also who haye wanted that gentleness, childlike- 
ness, and considerate affection, which weak health and 
constant bodily pain are lllacle by grace to produce, are 
sometilnes visited by this kind of death, in order that 
it may produce a change in their souls corresponding 
to those qualities. The most we can say of such a death 
is, that it is a grand, but most difficult, opportunity of 
sanctification. 
'Ye now come to a quiet easy death. This also, like 
the long lingering death, is less desirable than at fi.r8t 
sight it appears, though doubtless to multitudes it is an 
Î1nmense nlercy, a special tenderness of God. For there 
are SOlne souls ::;0 fragile, they look as if the mcre act 
of dying will shatter them to pieces. There are some 
characters which are weakly rather than imperfect; anù 
it is such who are often as it were indulged by this kind 
of death. It seem
 to be no augury of long or short 
purgatory, but appears sometimes as if it were the 
beginning of not a very high place in heayen. It is 
also a common termination of a life of snff
ring, as if 
purgatory were already over, anJ death on the other 
siJe of the judgment-seat rather than on this. .Lt life 
without gro:1t sing of ton cnlls with a death like this, and 
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a life with a very strongly marked vocation almost 
al ways so. For such a life is a life of strong light, of 
definite consciousness; and its grand result is a great 
gift of tranquillity; and to such men death alnlost loses 
the character of death. It is a great action which comes 
in their way, and is done greatly and quietly, without 
ùrama. and without enlphasis. Certain foruls of the 
spiritual life are followed by such deaths. It has been 
curiously remarked by St. Andrew Avellino,* that those, 
who have a special devotion to the Passion, generally 
die quiet and sweet deaths, as )Iary, John, and 
Iagda- 
len Jill. t Certainly it is relnarkable that while most 
of those about our Lord died violent deaths, the three 
who assisted at Calvary should have died so softly, as 
if already their real death had been died there. Yet a 
quiet easy death is not without its dangers, such as 
drowsiness, inapprehension, unsnspertingness, inaction, 
delusion, and the like. There are some nlen whose 
energies and sensibilities seenl always to go to sleep 
when the rough cold weather of life comes on, nlen who 
have no winters, but who, like marmots in their bur- 
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t It is remarkable that the death of St. John has been the suhject of 
some most interesting special rm"elations. One is recorded b)" S. Brid
et in 
the first chapter of her fOllrth book, where St. John says to her: .. After the 
)lother of God I pa
sed from this world br a most lig-ht death, beeause I 
hacl been her guardian." In the twenty-third chapter of the same fonrth 
book, the S11.int sa)"s th1lt. she heard Ol1r Blessed Lad)" say to St, John, .. God 
called )"ou out of the world ùy P.. most light death, quia Virgo Virginifuit com- 
mendata." S. Gertrude also in the fourth chaptel' of her fOl1l.th book speakii 
of her wonder at St. John's tranquil death, and of our Lord's answer to her 
questions, in which He says that He took John Ol1t of the wodd b)" a death of 
juùilee. S1. Mechtildis in the seventh chapter of her first book enl1merates 
as the twelfth of the twelve privileges of St. John, that he died a painless 
death, See also the commentaries of Durandns de Sancte AlIgeJo on S. 
Bridget, anù the Rlìprubation of Dom Michel de Escartin to the Mystical City 
of Agreda. 
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rows, live lives of enL1less SU111nlerS picced togdher 11Y 
this lying dOl'lnant in the collI. They are men who are 
no better for anything whidl happens to thCl11, nay, 
which is ahnost a nlore hopeless feature, are no worse 
for anything which happens. To theln what can a 
quiet death be but a judgment? It is God letting them 
die without awakening them. "\Ve Inay remark of all 
quiet deaths, that they are not converting deaths, nor 
deaths for repentances to be done in. Conversion nlust 
be done before, or it will not be Jone then. 
Let us consider one nlore variety of death, death 
an1Ìclst ten1ptations. This is very terrible, yet not un- 
connnon. I t is very often the end of a careless life, of 
a life negligent in details, which contented itself with 
generals rather than particulars, and took liberties with 
God, and nlaùe free with the precepts of the Church, 
anù was wanting in reverence and fear. Then, on the 
other hand, it is sonletÍ1nes also the end of a very holy 
life, especially if it is cut short in point of years. For 
years of nlerit may be acquired in InOlllents of death- 
bed temptations. Temptation always accelerates the 
speed of grace. But this is eminently the case on 
deathbeds. God may'visit IIis servants with such a 
death in order to enable theln to gain greater glory in 
heaven. Or it may be that their spiritual life has been 
wanting in inward trials, and that the nlystical purga- 
tion of their spirits may not have been cOIl1plcte, and 
therefore lle vouchsafes to perfect their holiness by this 
manner of death. On this side the grave Diyine Love 
has no crucil,le 1110re delicate than this of a death 
amidst ten1ptations. Yet it is one which is 1110st pain- 
ful to the survivors, because it is curtained round with 
impenetrable gloOln, indeed with anxiety and Jislnay, 
if the ten1ptations have lasted to the end. 13ùt ill 1110st 
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cases it is not so. Just at last the cloud lifts, and dig- 
closes a golden horizon, with its outlin
 clear and its 
edge defined. Could we but bend over, what should 
we see but the brightness of a blessed eternity, and the 
yicinity of an inlmediate heaven, with no deep lake of 
cleansing fire between? Sad as the first prospect of 
these curtains of tenIptation is to the heholder, they 
cover some operations of grace which for grandeur and 
sublimity have no equals elsewhere. l\Ioreover they are 
graces which are instantaneously efficacious. They turn 
lofty things in upon our souls in a moment. They fix 
and stereotype all previous acquisitions of grace. They 
are the yery beginnings of eternal glory, desperately 
painful, like extasies, because they are out of place, and 
COllIe before their time. But the high and the low, 
how often do they lie together in the same coil, where 
spiritu3.1 matters are concerned! These same tempta- 
tions are not ullfrequently a penal retribution to easy 
and ungenerous souls for neglecting certain portions of 
the spiritual life, and especially, for neglecting habits of 
mental prayer. Ah! how many dry meditations are 
'waiting for us at that last turn in life, to refresh our 
scorche(l souls with their unexpected dew; and how 
Inany omitted and shortened meditations are also wait- 
ing for us there, to sting us like scorpions, when we 
shall find the pain least tolerable! There are nlany 
tbings wmch it is hard to face in death; there are fmv 
harder to face than neglected prayer. 
Such are SOlne of the varieties of death. 'Vhat the 
varieties of result may be, "which they each of thenl 
realize, is beyond our sight. They are the first parts of 
eternity, indescribable, unimaginable. There may be 
some souls, whom death runs far onwarJ into eternity, 
antI some whom it leaves only at the edge. All are 
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safe with GO(l. Til. '-.::
 then are the aspects of that 
great phenoTIl{\l1on of (l
':1th, not a foreign thing, but 
sonIC thing which ,ve ()
lr.3,-,lycs have to pass through. 
.As the life is, so shall ew end be. Can "We say less 
than that death is the who!e significance of life? 
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THE CHARACTER:{STICS OF DEATH. 


Death is an unsurveyed land, an unarrangecl science. 
There are continual new discoveries being hourly ll1ade 
in it by all men in person. ...<\..11 hUl11an actions are 
wonderful things. Each of thel11 seelns to cont
il1 
depths of miracle. As conscience is the best inwarcl 
evidence of God, so hunlan actions are the best outward 
evidences of Hin1. nut this last human act, which 
clo
es all series of human actions, this act of dying, is 
the most fertile in wonders. Its interest is intense fronl 
w"hateyer point of view we look at it. and we Inay be 
sure that no man, until he has died hÎ1l1self, at all 
appreciates the marvellousness of death. Perhaps, as 
I have said, no two deaths are quite alike; and the 
most delicate shades of difference between one death 
and another would probably disclose to us n10re of the 
w"ays of God and 1110re of the c:lpabilities of the soul, 
than philosophy has ever taught. But we neyel' see 
death froll1 the other side, fr0111 the eternal side; and 
therefore we cannot do justice to it. It is not a Inere 
date; it is not simply the end of life. It is the con- 
fluence of tÌ111e and eternity, the transition of grace into 
glory. It i
 a divine-punislullcnt Inade now into a most 
hidden operation of grace. Each separate death is an 
unJisclosed secret between the Creator and the crea- 
ture. So that, while we are studying death, it teases 
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us to feel that we have to confine ourselyes to what is 
general, while the real wonder of death is, 1110re than is 
the case with most mysteries, in the details and the 
particulars. All we know is, that justice and nlercy 
seem to come to us separately in life; whereas in death 
their operations are cOlnbined, and they are only one. 
Death belongs as much to the eternity whi.ch it begins, 
as to the life which it ends. Perhaps l11ore. In life- 
time we can but feel death on its outside, and report of 
its inward possibilities frOll1 it
 outward phenomena. 
Haying thus estin1ated our speculations at no more 
than they are worth, let us pass from the aspects of 
death to consider its characteristic
. 
It has characteristic pains, characteristic telllptations. 
characteristic graces, and characteristic joys, and we 
murst study these in order. To contemplate the pains 
of death is like looking for the first time over some wide 
scene of savage and mountainous desolation. The 
heights are hung with melancholy clouds. The glens 
run up among the foldings of the hills, and are lost to 
VIeW. 
t\.. n1Ïst lies over the stone-sprinkled groun(1. 
which is so girdled with swamps as to be impenetrable. 
Xo n1an is wisely bold who can think, without sonlC 
fear, of the journey he must one day 111ake across that 
disconsolato region. Body, will, mind, affections, eyen 
our supernatural habits, have. each of them, pains of 
their own. 'Yith regard to the physical pains of death, 
we may suppose then1, fronl many analogies, to. be 
unlike any other pains. The separation of body and 
SOlÙ must. itself be a strange, unbearable distress, eyen 
if it be not a positiye pain. The face works at that 
moment, as it never works at any other tÎIne. The 
eyes look as if some wofnl surprise was in the soul. 
To all appearance ther
 is something Inore than rncrJ 
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suffocation III the act of dying. At the sanle tinle it 
need not be that the phJsical pains C?f death ::,hould be 
greater than any others, or that they should. be great 
at all. Experience anll observation would seenl to 
show that comparatively few persons die in much pain. 
Even where there has been grC'at agony nearly np. to 
the last, the last itself has generally been in prace and 
in conlparative ease. 
Iedical science ceaches us the 
sanle thing. It does not say death i;:) not painful, but 
that it is not very painful, and that lllOst men suffer 
pains in life, which, for nlere amount of pain, exceed 
the pain of d
ring. Eyen physical fear, which would be 
itself a pain, is far less comInon than we should have 
expecteù. Perhaps there is not TIlllCh consolation in 
this last feature of the case. For it would appear to 
intimate that i
he hour of death is even less fayourable 
than we supposed for the transactions of the soul. No 
reasonable being, except under strong grace, could 
possibly confront death without fear, unless he were 
labouring under SOllle deadness, dulness, or other prox- 
in1Íty to stupefaction, brollght on by the sickliness of 
the act itself; and such things as these do not prom.ise 
well for that keen yiew of sin, and self, and God, which 
efficacious acts of faith, love, and sorrow must imply. 
It shows also the intense necessity of the powerful 
j;acrml1ents and benet1ictions of the Church, as supply- 
ing and filling out those inward acts which the state 
of the soul may render sluggish. N everthcless, although 
the phY'3if'al pains of death are often spoken of in an 
exaggerated way, there are possibilities enough to gÍ\-e 
us sonlethina like a feelinO' of disnla y when we con- 
o 0 
sider theJn. Yet they are far the least important of 
death's p:lins. . 
It is to be apprehended also, that our physical weak- 
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ness will give rise to a peculiar mental pain. 'Ye do 
not for the n10st part fall into such a state of torpor, 
as not to be sensible of the nature of our position. 
'Ve understand what death is. The light of our f:.1Ïth 
is not c1imlned. If sin, anJ self, and God, are not 
before us ,vith their old clearness. they are clearly 
enough before us to be felt as overshadowing our souls. 
'Ve have not become mere anÏInals, though we seem on 
the road to it. Hence arises a peculiar pain, from the 
knowledge and feeling that our n1ÏnJs and energies are 
not up to the mark, are unequal to the occasion. 'Ye 
see a point close at hand, and we cannot reach it. V{ e 
have a distinct ideal, and may not realize it. "\Ve 
believe, but our belief falls a little short. "\Ve grieve 
for sin, but our grief, like water poured over a garden 
on a winter's day, does not run into our souls, but 
freezes on the surface. 'Ve love, but it is the bright- 
ness of love without its fire. 'Ve know that a form of 
sound worJs is always valuable, because, outward as 
it is, it is almost al ways an interior help; but we feel 
now that we have to trust, rather more than we like 
to trust, to the orthodoxy and accuracy of our acts of 
faith, hope, love, and contrition. The wedding gar- 
lllcnts, in which we have so often clothed our souls, 
are found to have shrunk, just when it is too late to 
alter them, and here is the nridi
groom visibly riding 
up to the g,lte. 'Ve want so little, yet that little is so ." 
hopelessly wanted. All this, we trust, will be much 
more in the feeling than in the reality. Nevertheless, 
the result of it will be a feeling of impotence which 
will be most hard to bear, a sort of spiritual nightmnre, 
a train of thought during a fall froll1 a precipice, the 
sinking of a boat upon a shipless sea. It will be an 
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inward sinking of soul, when we can least bear such 
sinkings. Surely it will 11lake us sick at heart. . 
This is the 111ental pain which our present gives us. 
The contribution of our past will perhaps be heavier 
still. The very darkness, which is around us, will 
someho,v concentrate the light on our past lives. 'Yho 
ùoes not know that the hour of death is an hour of 
revelations? 'Ve are already acquainted with the 
phenOlnena of the growing sensitiveness of conscience. 
'Ve know how we come to see sin, where we saw none 
before, and what a feeling of insecurity about the past 
that new vision has often given us. Yet death is a 
sudden stride into the light. Even in our general con- 
fessions the past was discernible in a kind of soft twi- 
light: now it will be dragged out into unsheltered 
splendour. The dawn of the juJgment, 111ere dawn 
though it be, is brighter than any terrestrial noon; 
and it is a light which magnifies more than any hunlan 
nlicroscope. There lie fifty crowded years, or 11101'0. 
o such an inter1ninable-seenling waste of life, with 
actions piled on actions, and all swa1'nling with 
Ininutest incredible life, and an elen1ent of eternity in 
every nm11eless 1noving point of that teeming wilder- 
ness ! How colossal will appear the sins we know of, 
so gigantic now that we hardly know then1 again! 
How big our little sins! IIow full of malice our faults 
that seellled but half-sins, if they were sins at all 

rhen again, the forgotten sins, who can count the111? 
"\Vho believed they wore half so many, or half so 
serious? The unsuspected sins, and the sinfulness of 
our ignorances, and the deliberateness of our inùe- 
liberations, and the rebellions of our self will, and the 
culpable recklessness of our precipitations, and the 
locust-swarn1s of our thought-peopled solitudes, and the 
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incessant perseyering cat
ract
 of our poisoned tongues, 
and the inconceivable arithmetic of our multiplied 
omissions,-and a great solid neglected grace lying by 
the side of each one of these things,-and each one of 
them as distinct, and quiet, and quietly conlpassed, and 
separately contmnplated, ancl overpoweringly light- 
girdled, in the lnind of God, as if each were the grancl 
sole truth of Ilis self-sufficing unity! "\Vho will dare 
to think that such a past will not be a terrific pain, a 
light from which there is no terrified escape? Or 
who will dare to say that his past will not look such to 
him, when he lies down to die? Surely it would be 
death itself to our entrapped and amazed souls, if we 
did not see the waters of the great flood rising far off, 
and sweeping onward with noiseless, but resistless, in- 
undation, the billows of that Ited Sea of om' salvation, 
which takes away the sins of the world, and under 
which all those Egyptians of our own creation
 those 
masters whom we ourselves appointed over us, with 
their living hosts, their men, their horses, their chariots, 
and their incalculable baggage, will look in the morning- 
light of eternity, but a valley of sunlit watcr
. 
The future also comes to us in the shape of pain. It 
is an uncertainty, and uncertainty is hard to bear. The 
unspeakable greatness of the risk, the inlillensity of the 
interests at stake, the sense of utter inadequacy so far 
as our own merits are concerned, and our own sensible 
want of present encrgy
 combine to Inake us perhaps 
exaggerate the uncertainty of our position, while the 
extreme nearness of the decision cannot but agitate us 
painfully. God may give us, as He so often does, a 
grace of calnl assurance, which will counteract this 
agitation. But the agitation itself belongs to death as 
one of its proper pains, and we have no right to reckon 
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on the grace. As our p:lst life is m:lgl1ifled by the 
nearness of an all-holy judgment, so the mount3-ins of 
eternity, like all mountains, look higher as we approach 
them. The grandeur of the reward almost disn1ays us. 
Can such things be for us? Are we fitting con1pany 
for angels and for saints? Are we, such as we are, to 
'go and sit down at the foot of 1\lary's throne? Shall 
we in another five minutes be clasping in speechless 
gratitude the 'Vounded Feet of Jesus? Can our purity 
bear the blaze of God, and not turn to ashes? Almost 
oy force our eyes are turned away from heaven. 'Ye 
'look through the gloom in the direction of ptu'gatory. 
Even that "profound lake" is too good for us. Yet 
how intolerable its pains! Its least pain, as seems 
most probable from authorities, greater than all the 
accumulated pains of mortals frOll1 Adam downwards, 
its long lingering delays, as revelations certify, the 
practically infinite capabilities of suffering in a separate 
soul, the weariness of waiting for the Vision which in- 
tense desire luakes more weary than any ".eariness we 
can kno,v of,-these are our uncertainties in that direc- 
tion. Then, in another direction still, what unthinkable 
possibilities! The word of doon1 ,viII be spoken soon. 
GoJ has known all along what it is to be. A few more 
efforts in drawing our breath, an(l we shall know it too. 
These are the pains of death, such pains as we have 
seen others bear, pains such that we can understand 
somethinO" of their nature. TIut who can doubt that 
o 
there are also unknown and unimaginable pains to be 
met with in that dark valley, of a new sort, anù w11ich 
will not range themselves with other p
ins? These also 
must we think of with fè3r, and trust God for grace to 
brinO' us throuO'h them , and for tenderness to measure 
o 0 
them out to us in exceeding moderation. 
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,\" e conIC now to the temptations of death. Of 
course these are very various, anl1 a dying nlan may be 
tempted to alm05t any sin. Nevertheless we are only 
to concern oursclyes here with "hat may be called the 
characteristic terupt:1tions of dcath. It cannot be a 
matter of surprise to llS, that the chief among these are 
temptations to infidelity. It is our faith which is saving 
us. It is upon our faith that we are leaning our whole 
weight. It is naturally there tlUtt the tC'n1ptcr will try us. 
IndeeJ. the n8.tnrr..llaws of 0111' own minas, ,vithout any 
preternatural interf2rencc, woulJ. lead us to f'xpect these 
very distressing teJ11ptatiol1s. 'Ve aTe trusting God just 
then for more than we have evrr trusted Ilim before. 
Our trust in IIÜn is all we have left. 'Ve are concen- 
trating ourselves upon it. 'Ye can do but little our- 
selves, even in the way of cooperation, or correspondence 
to grace. The 1110st active, and what is called edifying, 
deathbed is far nlore of a passive than an act.ive exhibi- 
tion. The very de1l1anc1luaùe upon our faith provokes 
doubt, while the extrcn1Ïty of its importance scenlS to 
magnify the doubt. These tmnptations often come to 
those who have been but little tempted in that way 
during life. If the absence of the ten1pt.ations has been 
due to the brightness of their faith, the hour of trial 
conles now as an opportunity of higher sanctity. If it 
has been clue to inJifference and an inadequate interest 
in ùivine things, the temptations come now on a mis- 
sion of punislnnent and retribution, adding another huge 
risk to the other risks with which the cham bel' of death 
is already so beset. TIut the cruel refining of these 
temptations is more fiery to those, who in lifetime have 
'Leen subjected to ihem, and who with a sort of half- 
pious petulance and querulous exaggeration have dwelt 
upon them in their own n1inJs, and 
pokcn of thCln 
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ahnost braggingly to others. These men soon bring 
about a habit of such teInptations, and then em:th be- 
comes a hell, and life no longer a trial but a torture. 
They lose that beautiful dismay, in ,vhich the religious 
spirit is ever standing, self-astonished, before the n1ajesty 
of God. Losing that, there is little else left for then1 
to lose. But the retribution at the hour of death is 
inconceivably dreadful. 
So again boisterous, controversial minds seem likely 
to be assailed by this fornl of temptation.. Tenlpta- 
tions against the faith for the most part belong to 
narrow minds. They generaHy betoken want of depth. 
Now boisterous minds are always narrow n1Índs. They 
have generally fixed ideas, and if their fixed idea 
goes, all else goes with it. They have all their lives 
wished to be dictators, domestic or otherwise; and 
they can so little believe that people will not elect 
thcIn to that office, that they take to clamouring, and 
even shrieking, as if they had lost all control, when 
things go silently on as if they had neither pro- 
nouncecl, acted, written, or made a sign, indeed as if 
they existed not. In spiritual, as well as in intellectual 
things, delicacy alone is strength. 'Vhen these men 
confront a broad eternal truth, and confront it inside 
themselves, they find that they have fallen into a per- 
fect ambush of tenlptations against the faith. l\Ien of 
great activity are also subject to this trial. They have 
not nlade their religion sufficiently a part of their mind, 
or even of their heart. It has been mostly in their eye 
and in their arms. In these days especially, our own 
activity often persecutes us. Some men are positively 
hunted through life by themselves; and this strange 
self-pursuit makes them, not only a problem to others, 
but an amazenlent to themselves. .A. man, who lets 
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himself have too n1any things to do, is always a foolish 
roan, if he is not a guilty one; and he is apt to be 
eaten up by his own businesses, as Actæon was by his 
own dogs. On his deathbed he is alone. External 
things are gone. There is his habit of activity, and 
nothing but his one quality of faith left for hÜn to 
exercise it on. Ire finds he has never fathon1ed 
the commonest things in religion, and now, with the 
ruling passion strong in death, he cannot rest, but 
fathoms the shallows of his own soul, and finds then1 
bottomless. These are the classes of men Wh0111 these 
temptations visit: but they belong to the tÏ1ne and the 
place, and may visit all, even the most unlikely SOlÙS. 
Temptations to despair forln another class of tenlp- 
tations which belong to deathbeds. But I believe thenl 
to be far from common. Even approaches to despair, 
misgivings which seem as if they could become tempta- 
tions to despair, as if they could develope into them, 
are not ordinary features in a deathbed to any very great 
extent. In a certain degree they conle to all, as might 
be expected, and in any degree they must necessarily 
be disquieting. But, in their fully developed state, we 
may set them down as extren1ely rare. They seem to 
spring fi'Oln clearness of faith, combined with an absence 
of practical knowledge of God, and they would appear 
to be the punishInent of a self-trusting life. Confiùence 
in God is one of those elenlCnts of the supernatural life, 
which it is desirable should take also the fonn of a 
familiar habit; and certainly he who knows his own 
sinfulness for the first time, or the immensity of God's 
mercy for the first time, when he comes to die, nlay 
easily find despair to be the issue of the very unJoubt- 
ingness of his faith. 'Ve must however be careful fA) 
distinguish between temptations to despair, and tho8O 
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strange temptations to blasphelny of wllich we sonIe- 
times read. These last seen1 to t
ke r
nk among the 
ll1ystical trials of souls which are very high in grace, 
anJ whOln Goel sees able to bear the extrenle heat of 
such refining processes. I rememLer something like 
these temptations in a case, which certainly arose from 
the effects of stimulants giyen to the dying man, com- 
bined with the fulness of his ll1ind npon religious sub- 
jects; and p
rtly the loss of his selfcontrol, and 
partly the sense that it was lost, and hence the effort to 
recover it, caused him to speak as he 'wonlù not else 
have spoken. 
'Yhen the beginnings of despair, or at least trouble 
amounting to more than misgiying, are perceived 
in the dying, those, who have intimately known such 
men's antecedents, have observecl that this is a trial, 
of which two things are to be said; first, that it is 
for the most part some way off from the act of death, 
at an earlier periocl, aucl even before the agony; 
and secondly, that those who are thus visited, have been 
,vanting in holy fear during their lives. It seenlS as if 
fear had a lesson to teach, ,vhich can only be taught on 
this side the graye, an(l that those, who will not spread 
it over their lives, must learn it by a vehen1ent, hurried, 
and concentrated effort at the last. Indeed we may 
say, that there is nothing in life, which exercises a more 
blessed influence on death, than the pron1Ïnence of holy 
laying fear in our intercourse with Goel. Past fear is 
the smoothest pillow on which the head of the dying can 
repose. 'Yith regard, then, to these temptations to 
despair, books tell us that they are deathbed telnptations ; 
but experience seems to show that they are exceedingly 
rare, except in that lnitigated forin which ,ve have just 
lnentioned as the penalty for over-fmniliarity and 
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liberty with GOll. I have never seen an instance of 
real temptations to despair, and should not have nlen- 
tioned them in this connection, except through a lcgiti- 
Inate fear of differing froln the consent of writers on 
the subject. 
Then there is a class of temptations, ,vhich belong 
perhaps rather to the end of a serious illness than to 
death, but which so habitually tease the dying, that we 
cannot 0111it them. ln the greater nunIber of cases 
death follows upon an illness more or less long, an illness 
which has often worn threadbare our grace of endurance. 
Patience, even if it renlain substantiaHy in the soul, has 
put ûff its dignity, broken its silence, and taken to com- 
plaining. Deep down in our hearts, the nlerciful pene- 
tration of God may satisfy itself that we are still con- 
formed to His will, but our conforn1Íty has lost its 
gracefulness. ,Yhen death ensues after a long illness, 
th
n these temptations, which in reality belong to the 
illness, seem to form part of the process of the deathbed, 
and it is the solenlnity of our llanger "\vhich gi ,'es to 
these temptations their peculiar vexatiousness. They 
are temptations to little sins, to sins which shanIe us by 
their unworthiness, and also make us suspect sonlething 
greatly wrong in our inward dispositions because of 
their unfitness and unseasonableness. Alnong theln we 
may reckon a temptation to greediness, to selfishness, 
to talking about self, to a greater amount of irritability 
than our sufferings will cover in the way of excuse, to 
uncharitable suspicions, to petulance with God, and to 
certain forms of untruthfulness. ,rho has not seen how 
often these things dishonour the sick bcd, which is else giv- 
ing evidence of so lllany graces and of so much presence 
of God? It may well be doubted whether the moral 
significance of these temptations is very considerable. 
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Keycrtheless earnest men make fewer e.xcusps for them- 
selves when they come to die, than they were in the 
habit of making when they were in health. They.know 
well how fatal it is for a sick man to be indulaent to 
o 
himself. Iris frienJs are already running a risk of 
destroying him by their indulgence; he will be lost, if 
he is indulgent to himself. There is not a nlore univer- 
sal characteristic of the saints, than their abhorrence of 
dispensations, gro,ving as their need of thenl and right 
to thenl are growing also. Besides, the proxilnity of 
the intolerable purity of God, in which the dying lie, 
brings a light with it, in ,vhich little faults seem posi- 
tiyely great ones. It is like faults in holy places or at 
holy tinlcs. A. sense of sacrilege goes along ,vith the 
other nlalice of the sin. To be greedy. for example, 
or to let a gust of anger make our voice shrill, when 
,ve are so awfuHy near God,-this is saJ misery. 
"lien we stand round the beds of others, we rightly 
c-Onlpassionate these things. 'Yhen we lie there our- 
selves, and thus denlean oursplves, our dispositions 
must rather be those of self-revenge than of compas- 
sion. In truth death is not a penance only; it is a 
]nllniliation also. 'Ye nlust bear as part of it this way 
in which the light of death illunlinates the otherwise 
incrcdible frivolity of our serious immortal natures. Age 
has hidden our childishness; it has not changed it. 
Alas 
 years only took away the sinlplicity of youth; 
thcy abated little, if anything, of its childishness. 
'Ye have also to remelnber, in connection with the 
characteristic temptations of death, the especial assaults 
of the evil spirits which form perhaps an invariable 
part of the last struggle of every lnan. It is elllinently 
the hour and the place of evil spirits, because it is also 
mninently the hour and the place of the divine COln- 
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passions. TIut their assaults are not only more vehe- 
ment and concentrated at that time, but are also of a 
kind peculiar to the occasion. This novelty springs 
from various causes; first of all, the eyil spirits have 
reserved their worst attacks for the last, when the very 
novelty of them increases their likelihood of success, 
inasmuch as they take us by surprise, and out of the 
habits of our previous spiritual warfare. Then, again, 
there are temptations, which wOlùd hardly be tempta- 
tions except to the dying, ancl these naturally nwke 
their first appearance at that tin1e. Again, the opera- 
tions of grace are frequently new in the sanctification 
of the dying; and the acuteness of the dark angels 
enables them to find new opportunities in new graces. 
Lastly, the vicinity of God gives a new force to all our 
motives, so that even old temptations conle in a man- 
ner and with an intensity, which make thenl practically 
new. So far as we can juùge fronl observation, it 
would not be true to say that the ll10st vehement season 
of satanical assault in each man's life is his last battle 
on his dying bed. This is by no means the case. I 
should doubt if it were so even with the majority. 
TIut it is not unlikely to be so with a considerable 
number. It is at least one of the terrible capabilities 
of death. 'Ve ought all to expect, what is not improb- 
able, that the assaults of the evil spirits at the hour of 
death nlaY be out of all proportion to the temptations 
of our life. It is better to Le ready, even for what may 
happen, .when the risk is so tremenJous, and can be 
run only once. 
'Yhat is particularly to be olJserved, and also to be 
dreaded, in these final assaults of the evil angels, is 
their terrible fitness to our character. They are adapted 
to our weaknesses with ahnost inoyitable skill. They 
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are edgell, proportioned, weightea, clothed, dis61lÌsed, 
31111 sUl'roullcle,l with plausible Cil'CUlllstanc0S, in such 
a manner that, if left to ourselves, we lnnst perish. 
But the yilest of God's reasonable creatures is never so 
little left to himself as when he lies down to die. lIe 
is never so importuned by 111 C rcy , so alnlOst cumbered 
with assistance, as he is then. If we did not always 
see death 38 if it were an island in an ocean of grace, 
'we could not think without dislllaY of the horrible dex- 
terity of our 
piritual enemies. l\Ioreover death blings 
out our charac.ter, and lays it open in its whole breadth 
to the machinations of our unseen foes. Indeed char- 
acter is often brought out for the first tin1e in its ful- 
ness and completeness by death. \Ye sometimes see 
strange disclosures of this power in the deaths of chil- 
dren. Perhaps the souls of infants are as fullgrown 
as those of wature Inen, only their 111aterial instrumcn t, 
the body, i,> not equal to the task of their Jevelopen1ent. 
Cert3.inly III any chilllren's deathbeds look as if this 
were the case. Thus the Church sings of dear St. 
Agnes, the little Inartyr of thirteen, Infantia quidem 
cOll1putabatur in annis, sed erat senectus nlentis im- 
mensa. If it ,vere so, would it not throw light on tho 
In:rstery of baptism and its infused habits, anù also 
inycst children with a dignity which woulJ influence 
us in their eJucation 
 This Inay haye been in the 
n1Ïnùs of those theologians, who held that chilJren 
cOlumitted venial sins very early, and, dying in venial 
sin only, underwent a long purgatory because their 
parents never dreamed of their needing assistance." 


· Arriaj:;a tom. 3. disp. 10, n. 53. Also th
 revelations of Elizabeth of 
Schonaug lib. 2. cap. ,8, Also the life of 
Iarina d' Escobar ap Siurium. 
Tract vi. cap, 2. ß. 12 and '3. And other writers who treat of the question 
of wen d>"iug in Qriginal and venial bin only. 
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",Yith adultc3, at dl events, there can be no doubt as 
to this anlazing developenlent of character by death, 
nor of the opportunity ,vhich it afforLls to the evil 
spirits. K evertheless we Inust reJuember also that 
these assaults of the eyil angels selJom last. quite up 
to the act of death. Satan delivers his battle at a 
sonlewhat earlier perioLl, anù then is bidden to draw 
his forces off, and there is peace. Tho actual end of 
most luen is in peace, however the battle may haye 
gone. 
Finally, "We nHIst say of the temptations of death, 
as we said of its pains, that there aro doubtless unknown 
and unimaginable ones, which no nlan has eycr rC'tul'ned 
to tell us of. Thoso, who haye been raised to life again 
by the saints, do not seenl to have been allowed to 
lnako revelation:;;. rrheir experience had perhaps been 
intentionally withdrawn from their lllcmory. ",'11at 
,ve can see for ourseh
es is this, and although it is but 
an outside, it is much to see, that souls, who have hall 
small experience of spiritual thing3 in lifotiulO, are 
often put through vast experiences in the rapid pro- 
cesses of death, which woul<l have occupied years in 
tho slower successiveness of life. 
So f3r we have only spoken of the unilhlluinated 
side of death, or at least the light which has boen 
thrown upon it is but liko the redness of a sunset on 
a bare seaside. But, if death has its characteristic 
pains and tenlptations, it has also its characteristic 
graces and joys. 'Ye will begin by considering its 
graces. Grace, like all heavenly things, is given to 
concealment. Its simplicity loves disguise, and its 
beauty is ahnost of too delicat
 a nature to arrest the 
eye. Thus we shall not be surprised, if, while the 
pains mHl temptations of ùeath stand out boldly anJ 
7 
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alnlost coarsely, the graces of dcath appear less promi- 
nent and occupy lèss room in the pic
ure. There is 
one grace which seems to be hardly ever absent" fronl 
Christian deathbeds. It is the grace of light. The 
intellectual self-sufficiency of the world, inlpersonatcd 
in all its grandeur in Goethe, l11ay need to cry out in 
piteous anguish for light, "nlore light." It was the 
natural deathsong of the world-poet. But the humble 
belierer is more likely to be bewildered with his light, 
than to need more. The stars grow brighter as the 
night darkens. As the lights of earth are put out one 
by one in the midnight of death, the countenance of 
heaven makes plainer and plainer revelations. From 
one point of view death is all darkness; from another it 
is a lanel of light. 'Ve see better than we did before. 
'Ye understand better. 'Ye recognize more surely 
what has to be done, and we perceive how to do it. 
Our increasetl knowledge of the sinfulness of sin brings 
with it a deeper hatred of it, and a l110re satisfactory 
contritionÞ Our .nearer view of God raises the fenrour 
of our love. Faith seems ahnûst to be changing its 
character, and begins to have smnething of sight in it, 
eycn while it continues to be strictly faith. \Ve learn 
to judge ourselves beforehanel with something of that 
searchingness, that renlembrance, and that zealous 
purity, wherewith the All-holy is to judge us presently. 
Each doctrine of our faith, each nlystery of our Blcssed 
Lord, each saint and angel whom we have loved, shines 
out in the heaven above us like a new and l11agnificent 
lun1il1ary. SOllletimes the light overflo,ys the soul, 
whose profound recesses it has filled, and breaks out 
into aetual sights, into flashes of celestial visions, into 
starry incursions of the iIllpatient glory which is draw- 
ing the veil from behind" into sounds which scatter 
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showðrs of light as they resound, into touc
1e
, t
lste:;:, 
and fragrances, which come to us in beanls of light and 
nl
lke us give forth light ourscIves. By rueans of all 
this light, comn10n souls are often adn1Ïtted then into 
th3 nlystical world, who had in lifetÏIne no antecedents 
wh3,tever of the kind. lt is true there are dark deaths, 
d uk deaths which even s3,ints have died, the asp
ct ot 
whose 11lagnificence was all turned heavenward, so that 
,ve could not see it. Bnt these are the rarest of deaths 
to the humble and penitent belie\'cr: and even then 
how glory-streaked is the darkness, how little like what 
we really mean by darkness, 111 uch more a pavilion of 
clouùs in which the soul is invisibly caressed by God! 
...\.II grace brings with it a supel1natural heat, but some 
graces in a Juuch greater degree than others, and the 
san1e graces lllora efficaciously at sonle tinles than others. 
There are often graces in life, which seem to be nothing 
bat illumination. They enlighten the n1ind without 
appe3,ring to touch the affections. They illustrate our 
d.uty without fortifying the will to do it. They are l1ry 
graces. No dew falls with them. So that there 
appear to be graces which have no unction, but only 
TIlake a colLI bright day in the soul. SonlCtinlcs this 
b
pJ.ration between the light and heat of grace may be 
real. 1\101'e often it conles to pa5s from the uncongenial 
state of our own souls. 
\. hard heart and aLright 
111ind,-who has not felt the luù1appiness of this, if he 
has ever tried the spiritual life at all? But the graces 
of death seem to bring "lith then1 great heat, which 
lllakes thenl more than usually efficacious. It is as if 
,ve were stanlling nearer, as in truth we are, to the 
fountain of all grace, tho eternal fountain of ùivine 
fire. God's love of us looks as if it grew more pitiful, 
more mother-like, because of OUi' extrCl110 ncces
ity. 
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lIe pleads ]110re, and threatens less. lIe entreats whL're 
lIe used to conul1and. IIe kisses instead of speaking. 
lIe knows well that endearments have wrung 
onfes- 
sions of guilt and sincere pro111ises of anlendment, frOll1 
those whom no sternness, nor e'Ven pain, could haye 
drawn to any such acknowlcdgnlent, lnuch less inspire 
into thel11 any such dispositions. The very circun1- 
stances of death league thenlsel1'es auspiciously with 
this heat of grace. There is a pathos about everything, 
which Inelts ourselyes, as well as the byst8nders. Our 
ph
rsical weakness brings a facility of weeping, which I 
cannot think is altogether without its influence in sof- 
tening the hC
irt; for what physical thing about us is 
on7!} phy::,ical? Thus the nlost trivial 1110tives of loye 
and sorrow tell upon us with a new forre. The tender- 
ness which we so oftt'n see in the dying, the inten
ity 
of their natural affections deepening ahnost as their 
absorption in God deepens also, th(' courtesy of those 
who were naturally aùrupt, the softness of those who 
were cold and unÏ1npassioned in nlanner., the graceful- 
ness of those whose goodness neyer did itself justice 
fron1 the want of being graceful,-all these nlellowings of 
character, these eyening lights and shadows of the heart, 
which Inake us feel as if we had nerer 2-deqnately loyel! 
those whom we ha1'e 1110st dearly loyed, until they e0111e 
to die, are the consequences and exuberances of that 
heat of grace which characterises a holy death. 
There is a sense in which eyen the sacraments n1ay 
he called characteristic graces of death. One of them, 
Extrenle Unction, belongs of right to the act of dying, 
or to the rro:xinlate peril of it. But the SaIne renunk 
llOlds 
oocl of Confession and the Yiaticmn. Koone 
h
s eyer yet fathOll1ed the saCl'ml1ents. ,Ye n1ay con- 
fiùently nsscrt t!lat a great residue of graces has escapeJ 
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the penetration of the deyoutest theologians. 'Ye can 
hardly n1agnify thelll over Hluch. Alas! we must 
belie,re that not all sacraments administered to the 
dying are valiJ. The outwarJ atlministration and the 
inward dispositions are not in,'ariably conjoined. :IS" evcr- 
thelesg we cannot but believe that, on the whole, the 
administration of a sacrament is a strong probability in 
favour of its validity, strong enough to warrant th3.t 
uni,'ers3.l senge of the faithful, 1vhich leads them to think 
so hopefully of those who haye died with the rites of 
the Church. It seen1S to belong to the providence of 
God that it shoulLl be so. If the honour of Jesus be 
dear to us, the honour of the sacranlcnts nlust be dear to 
us also; for ia nothing is He so nluch implicated. 
)Ioreover to the <ljring the special graces of the sacra- 
nlents appear to beconle n10re special. 'Ve express 
this when we call the Communion of the dying by the 
,,
onderful title of Viaticum. Has anyone, even the 
highest saint, ever t:lken out of anyone sacr':llllcnt the 
whole of the grace which it cont1,ined? Did anyone 
ever in the longest life exhaust the treasures of his 
Baptislll? It is the imperfection of our own dispositions, 
which puts lin1Ïts to the sanctifying efficacy of the 
sacranlents. But the dispositions of the dying are 
yisibly quickened to a degree which amazes us. and are 
probably quickened in reality to an extent of which we 
have no conception, so that the sacraments sink into 
them like water in loose ground, and go down to an 
unusual <.lerth. 
The presence and assistance of our Lally, St. Joseph, 
the angels, and our patron saints, fornl a very world of 
grace, which i
 like an enchanted land. 'Ye have 
soumIs from inside, and voices speaking, of such strange 
penetrating sweetness that they infolJ our spirits in 
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w.ondering silence. '\tVe see light out of de2p places, 8S 
it "
ere the reflection of the lights of a great citj" 9n the 
swarthy clouds of night. The echoes of n1Hsic COlne 
fron1 afar, such music as must be to the dying like 
anticipations fron1 heaven. Son1etinlCs we neither hear 
nor see, but the dying themseh?es bctray it in their 
hroken talk, or we see it in their eyes like points of 
hrightness without forn1 or shape. Is there one of us, 
,,,
ho does not expect to be in that world hÏInself when 
he COllies to die? I-Iave not bargains passed between 
each of us and the inhabitants of heaven, in the fulfil- 
nlent of which we put more trust than in the honestcst 
contract upon earth? This supernatural thronging of 
celestial heings round Ollr deathbeds is another fornl of 
the love of God. It is full of graces; but what those 
graces are, or like to what, we do not know. The time 
will C01ne when it will all be l11atter of fact to us, and it 
,vill 11lake death such a glory and a sweetness, that it 
will he one of the pleasures of eternity to be perpetually 
c
lling it to mind. 
...\s we haye said of the pains and temptations, so also 
lllust we say of the graces of death, that there are others 
unknown and uninlaginable, peculiar graces out of God's 
reserved treasury, for such as have believed and have 
not presumed. At that hour aud in that act, faith 
gathers exotic graces of strange, mar\Tellous, many- 
sided virtue. }"'or what is death to the believer, but the 
falling, and in all falls there is a risk, into the hands 
of the unknown goodness of our God ? 
I-43st of all, we haye to speak of tho characteristic joys 
of death. This is a very interior worla
 into which we 
can hardly feel our way except by the actual sensibilities 
of death. Things are joys to the saints, which are not 
joys to us. Things are joys to us when we are more 
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than commonly filled with the presence of God, which 
at or<1inary times are not joys to us at all, perhaps eyen 
w"earines;;es. So doubtless there are many joys to the 
dying, which are joys to them because they are dying. 
As we approach death, if we approach it a
 Christians 
should, we begin to enter into the dispositions of the 
saints. God is more present to us perhaps than lie has 
ever been in life, except on a few great occasions. 
l\Ioreover the joys of earth have faded from us. They 
have ceased to be joys. It is irksome to think of thelll 
now, both because they are so unsuitable to our present 
state, and also because they have at this distance a look 
of waywardness, and childishness, and indeed almost of 
sin. 'Ye are more sensiti \'e therefore to the touch of 
supernatural joy. For example, there belongs to our 
condition a partial inability to sin. There are nlany 
sins, which we can no longer cOll1mit, and nlany which 
we have no temptation to comlnit. This is like a faint 
begil1ning of heaven. It is enough to be a joy to us, that 
the mere possibilities of sin are on the move, that any 
capability of offending God has become dead already. 
It cheers us on. It melts our hearts. It is a fresh 
spring of love within us. To be unable to offend God 
again, is part of a saint's desire of heaven. It comes 
near to disinterested love. 
rrhe past also, that fearful, fertile past, out of which 
,ve have seen all manner of chilling fears come forth, 
like clouds rolling in from the sea,-it will becon1e like 
a spice-island breathing its arOll1atic oelours over the 
deep. rrwo things particularly in our past win give n:-; 
joy. The first is our fear of God. The more of fear in 
life, the 11101'13 of joy in death. 0 it is a happy thing to 
haye feared God, to have feared IIim exceedingly! It 
is at the last as if we had paid IIiul SOIne fixed anlount, 
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and hall to pay 110 more, of the tribute'of our fear, that 
clinging fear which, without ceasing to oe fear, is a 
height of love as well, and now that fear COlllcl be 
fear no longer, but glided into famili3.
'ity. Every tre- 
mour of fear, which we have felt in life, seems to have 
earned a thrill of joy for us when we con1e to di('. 
To love God is the beginning. miLlJle, and end of all 
things. Yet sonIehow fear is sweeter to us ill the 
retrospect than love. Boldness frightens us when we 
cmne to die; and fear we see then was the wise humility 
of love. If we would die sweetly, let us fear God exceed- 
ingly. They, who have lived lives of fear, are the 
likeliest to die deaths of extatic love. 
The other thing in our past, which is now a source of 
jubilee, is the confidence we have placed in God. That 
w'e have trusted lIinl, that ,ve have trusted no one but 
IIim, that especially we have not trusted oursel,"es, that 
,ve have tried to trust IIiIn always and utterly, this it 
is ,vhich lnakes our soul sing songs in death, which 
l11ight stop the world to listen, and ravish t.he spirits 
of the an
els. -\Ye have known no reckonings up of 
11lerits. ,Ye have gloried in grace. "\Ye have dwelt on 
the sounding shores of the sea of the Precious Blood. 
"\Ve haye thought great things of God's goodness. ,Ye 
lun"e not known what it was to doubt lIis fidelity, or to 
deulur to Ilis decrees. ,Ve have flung oUl'sch"es under 
the nlarch of His sovereignty. V{ e have abandoned 
ourselves to liis grmideur. 'Ye have loyed the dark- 
ness of l-lis w'ays, and begged lIiln not, in condescen- 
sion to any weakness of ours, to destroy by indulgent 
brightness, the beauty of lIis night. So we have gone 
through life, while life was an unusual proble111 to us, 
so incurably full of joy, and yet so wearifully deyoid of 
interest. It was alwaJs 11lorning with us, 1110rning in 
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youth, nlorning in n1Ïùdle life, lllorning when n1Ìddle 
life was past. .All our life was nlorning. 'Ve loyed its 
brightness; but we wanted rest, and joy was not rest- 
ful. 'Ve saw that with others it was evening early in 
life. IIo,v tranquil they seenl
 we used to say! 'Yill 
it ever be evening-time with us? _\.s God wills, so 
only it be never night, the night in which no n1an could 
,,,"ork; for at least there is no rest, no Sabbath there! 
Thus we have lived lives without doubts, without ques- 
tions, without strong wills, lives of confidence in God, 
a confidence so iutÏInately part of ourselves that we 
h<.ìve ahnost doubted whether it were natural or super- 
natural, swift, gushing lives, helplessly jubilant, alnlost 
persecuted by our own joy. This is what comes of 
confidence in God. But confidence and fear are almost 
one thing rather than two, when we speak of God. He 
that fears most, trust::; most. Ile that tru
ts most, 
fears 11l0St. To none is death so little of a change, as 
to those whose life has been one long unbroken confi- 
dence in God. 
rrhus the present is a joy to us in our partial inability 
to sin, and the past is a joy to us in its retrospect of 
confidence anll fear. Then there is another joy, which 
is partly of the present, and partly of the past. In our 
past lives we 1nay have hatl 111:1ny external faults. 
They 111ight not be greatly culpable in the sight of God, 
but they were very offènsÏ\'e to others, and particularly 
discOInforting to ourselves. 'Ve were beset with them, 
awl nothing that we coulll do to cure them seemed to 
l11ake any Ï1npression upon thenl. ""'hether God al- 
lowed thP1l1 in order to keep us hunlble, by hiding our 
gifts from ourselves as well as fronl others, we cannot 
tell. All wc know is that they were a disagreeable 
cloud round us, and a standing 8h:1n1C, which led us to 
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despise ourselves. They ,,""ere ofte'n sins; but tlwy 
"
ere always littlenesses, eyen when they were I?-ot sins. 
K ow suddenly they are gone, vanished, burned away 
in sonlC insensible fire: It is not nlerely tlmt the out- 
ward opportunities of them are lacking to us. "r e feel 
that the things deep clown in our characler, which 
represented these faults, anJ were evillences of them, 
s
ladows cast by them, are gone also, and gone without 
,varning, gone at once. ''"'" e see this often in the deaths 
of the young. Death seems to do for them at once, 
,,
hat Y2ars of struggle would have failed to do. There 
is in th0111 such an unclothing of faults, such a winning 
111aturity of purified age. 'Ve coulJ not have thought 
so 11luch beauty of character coulll have conlported with 
such external faults. But what a lesson is this to the liv- 
ing as well as a joy to the dying! 'Vhat a world of the 
unsuspected truths of charity, and Inysterious accuracies 
of ingeniously kind interpretations of conduct, does it 
not open out before us! It is as if purgatory were 
visibly doing its work in the soul, while it yet liyed on 
earth, so passive does the operation seenl, and yet per- 
forulea with such amazing swiftness as belongs not to 
the slow inlperceptible action of those unnleritorious 
fires. 
The future too brings troops of joys, like angelic bands, 
to the dJing bed. rrhere is a joy whích has to do with 
the present, yet lies on the confines of the future, ancl 
whose blessedness the pa'3t enhances as it were by con- 
trast. It is the actual nearness of God. It is no slight 
bliss for one, whose spirit1lal life in years gone by has 
always taken the form of the worship of Goers sove- 
reignty, to find himself sensibly in the grasp of that 
resistless power. lIe trenlbles with exceeding fear. 
IIow can it be otherwise, with the nerv-ous, puny, 
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fl'agile creature, in so great a Hand, and with the fingers 
actually closing over him? Yet in his fear there is a 
breathless joy. Ile is on the verge now of learning by 
experience, that which hitherto has b8en but a sweet 
faith, how the onlnipotence of GoLl is the lneasure of 
IIi
 goodness. Through life he has bJcn pushing hi
 
,vay to GoJ, and the distance nlade hinl faint and down- 
hearted. Now he is clOS3 to his attaimnent. .All 
things ronnel hilll are vibratin 6 , because of the extreme 
,-icillity of God. The strong earth is being unanchored, 
and is drifting away from uncleI' him, and underneath 
all is God. rrhere is a trouble as of a coming earth- 
quake, but it is in truth the approach of Gal. lIe 
comes as if He canle from far, as if lIe were in h3-stc, 
and HUlst be gone again presently, and we feel His 
breath upon us in the dark, and in another IDOlllent 
lIe will have carried us away, almost into the distancB 
of immensity, and we shall have found a home some- 
where in IIis illimi table power. 
Th
n our joy becomes still more a thin 6 of the 
future. 'Ve rejoice in the future hope of eternal com- 
pany with Jesus. 'Ve do not distinguish among the 
various blesseclnesses of heaven. 'Ye see it all in 
indistinct unity, as contelnplative souls see God in con- 
templation. I-Ieaven is one thing,-to be eternally with 
Jesus. 'Ve thought we had already had a great devo- 
tion to the Sacred I-Imnanity in our lifetime; but then 
,ve find ,vc have hardly known its sweetness, its loveli- 
ness, its dearness. Just as, when death beautifies the 
characters of those we lo",e, we feel as if we h3.d never 
known thenl before as they deserved, and as if till no,y 
we never suspected how much W
 should have to lose 
in losing thmn, so now the beauty of J e
us grows upon 
\LOS like a glorious dawn; and though ',e ha vo desired 
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IIirn and thirsted for lIirn all our lives, it is as if we ha,-l 
nCV8r known till now how nluch we were to gain in 
gaining IILIn. 'V or<.1s cannot tell the novelty of Jesus 
to the dying. The joy of that nov
lty, what less can 
it be than part of the eternal anIaZClllent of our happy 
souls in heaven? 
Then, last of aU, there is a joy in death itself, which 
W.O cannot unJerst:lnd, because it is out of sight, an 
unexpcrien
ed joy. 'Ve know it frOln the <.lying. 
Perhaps there is SOIne sweetness ill the act of dying, 
heretofore uniluagineJ, and coming to it fronl the fact 
that our Blessed LorJ has <lied. Or perhaps it is a joy 
to us to find death all so Hluch gentler than we had 
expected. 'rhose last words of the great theologian, 
Suarez, always touch me deeply, when he looked up at 
the very last, and said, a.s if in SOIne gratified surprise, 
" I never thouO"ht it was so sweet to die I"
 'Ye think 
ö 
of those twenty-one clos2Iy-printed, double-colUlnnocl 
folios, diffusive, exuberant, and full of unction, filleù to 
o,-erflowing ,vith deep, and calm, and wise, and lnany- 
sided thoughts, of Goll anll of the things of God. But 
one thought was not there, that should have boen, one 
of deepest significance to Illen to know, and yet he hall 
not attained thereto, one thought, unthought then, but 
of deeper significance than thousands of his others which 
,ve could ill spare, the one which was to be his last 
thought, and the crown of all his thoughts, his 111ind as 
he took the first step into etcrnity,-" I novel' thought 
it was so sweet to clie !" 
The poets, then, were not so far wrong in their 
irnages of death. The SUllIIl1er sun shining on those 
motionless green billows of the grassy gra.YeyarJ, the 
fragrance of the lill1e-flowers tranquilly depending in 
the windless air, the ulll1ersong of the bees in the blos- 
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sonlS, the quiet sky overhead so blue, and the spire 
pointing its untired finger up to the Throne of Goel, so 
softly curtained in the infinity of that JielJing blue! 
These outwar\.l inlages were not without their inward 
truth for those who die their deaths "
ell by dying 
them in Christ. Deaths are being died some,\
hcre 
every mOlnent. But it is not a melancholy thought. 
E\pery hour, we feel it most at eyening, it is like balm 
to our spirits to think of the busy benevolence of death, 
ending so nluch pain, crowning so nluch virtue, swallow- 
ing up so lunch 111isery, pacifying so I1HlCh strife, illu- 
l11Ïn3-ting so much cLuknes;:;, letting so In any exiles into 
their eternal h01ue and to the lanù of their Eternal 
Father! 0 grave anJ pleasant cheer of death! IIow 
it softens our hearts. anl without pain kills the spirit of 
the world within our hearts! It draws us towarJs 
Go], filling us with strength, and banishing our fears, 
anù sanctifying us by tho pathos of its sweetness. 'Yhen 
we are ,yeary, and henlmed in by life, close and hot and 
crowJeel, when ,ye are in strife, and self-dissatisfied, we 
have only to look out in our inl3,gination over ,vooc1 and 
hill, and sunny earth, and starlit 1l10untains, and the 
ùroael seas whos
 bllw waters are jewelled with bright 
islallLls, ana rèst ourselves on the sweet thouO'ht of the 
'=' 
diligent, ubiquitous benignity of death! 
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Life, as no one can doubt, is In ore Ïlnportant than 
death. If death has a great influence on life, the influ- 
ence of life on death is still greater. In fact the work 
of death can only be done safely in life. There are 
exceptions, to sl10w how Goel can stretch Iris 11lercy, 
and also to Inagnify the efficacy of gr..l,ce. But as the 
gooJ life is worth nothin 6 , so far as eternity is con- 
cerned, unless it is cro,vned by a good death, so a good 
death, th')ugh not inlPossible, is the exception where 
the life has not been good. Still, though an exception, 
it is possible, and therefore fronl one point of view we 
lnay say that death looks more ÏInportant than life. 
K evertheless it ma,y only be a semning; for who knows 
whether some gooll thing among much evil, sOlnething 
striven for and cIunci to, even where there appe
n'ecl no 
signs of strife, I11:1Y not be the secr0t caU5e of those 
prodigious interventions of grace, which occur SOIne- 
tim
s in the deaths of sinners? Perhaps also such 
interventions have never happened to those who pre- 
sUlncd upon them beforehand, and deliberately delayed 
turning to God through a profane confidence in the 
graces and opportunities of death. But the practical 
truth is that which teaches us at once the nlost sober 
anù solClnn view of life, that every single thing we do 
is actually making death either harder or easier. 
Death, therefore, is not an isolated action. Time 
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ana eternity are rh'etecl in it. Life is not secnred 
without it. Eternity is ratified by it. This is ohrious ; 
for death is at once a part both of life and imulortality. 
Yet nlen often speak as if preparation for death were a 
distinct spiritual exercise, and nothing Inore than that. 
They know of course that all life is a necessary prepara- 
tion for death, but they do not realize it. They answer 
rightly when they are questioned, hut the truth does 
not always rest clearly in their minds. "nether we 
think of death, or whether we forget it, whether we 
serve God, or neglect Hinl, life, in spite of us, is all 
the while a minute and detailed preparation for death. 
It seems ahnost absurJ to dwell upon what is so plain. 
Nevertheless the too exclusive regarding of preparation 
for death as a distinct spiritual exercise is produ?tiYc 
of nluch harnl. 
"llatever habits of thought tend to make death 
appear a thing by itself, a detached act, tend also 
to nlake strictness of life seenl less needful. lnsrn- 
sibly, even nlen who are not sinners conle to lay too 
nluch stress on death, and to consider it as a pro- 
cess for straightening crooked lives. They would 
shrink with horror from saying that a good death would 
do instead of a good life. Yet practically an idea with 
something of a similar spirit grows up in their nlinds, 
and lowers their standard of holiness, and lull
 their 
vigilance, and relaxes their concentrated attention to 
the details of conscience. The very love of God helps 
to decei,'e thCln, when they have thus once begun to 
deceive theulselves. The inlmensity of IIis graces in 
death, the wonders of IIis sacraments, the intcrw'ning 
jurisùiction of His Blessed ßIother, and the authentic 
conversion of great sinners at that eleventh hour, throw 
a glory of its own round death, which cannot be denied, 
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but which on the contrary om' revcrcnce must sedu- 
lously magnify as one of the charact
ristic abysses of 
the diyine compassion. Rightly viewed, it is an incen- 
tive to greater strictness. K othing makes strictness 
1nore attractive, or nlore imperati,'e, "than the eyidences 
of God's love. In proportion as ,ve love Hinl, we fear 
Ilis justice. In proportion as we love Ifim, ,ve appre- 
ciate IIis sanctity. But we kno,v that there is no 
corruption more pestilent, than the corruption of that 
which is Inost excellent; and thus it comes to pass, that 
the Inalice of men has always found in the greatness 
of God's love a motive for presunlption. But is the 
love less true? Or is it Ineant that we are to shut 
our eyes to it? Or are we to become unreal, and put 
a way fronl our practice doctrines which belong to the 
theory of the faith? Is not all doctrine practical? Is 
it not the first use of dogmatic theology to be the basis 
of sanctity, while contro'9crs
T is but its fiftieth or its 
hundredth use? lIe, who separates dogmatics frOIll 
ascetics, seenlS to assert this proposition, The knowledge 
of God and of Jesus Christ was not meant primarily to 
nlake us holy,-or this other nlaxim, that Holiness has 
no necessary dependence upon orthodoxy. \Yhile, there- 
fore, we urge upon nlen the influence of life on death, 
we nlust not go too far, nor put out of view those signal 
graces by which God appears son1etimes to contradict 
our teaching. As I said before, Rightly viewed, they 
are incenth'es to strictness, not pretexts for presump- 
tion. There nlay be excuses for inadvertent souls, of 
which in our narrowness we have no idea, and to them 
the extraordinary graces of death may come. But we 
are in the light of the IIoly Ghost, under the eInpire 
of grace, with 3 conscious inward life, and more or less 
of sweet experience of God, what have we to do with 
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those strange awakening graces at the last? They will 
cheer us in our present penances: but they will throw 
no soft hopeful shaùows over our present negIigence. 
AllliÌt
 then is a preparation for death, whether 'we 
think of it or not, quite independently of any intention 
of our own; a prrparation as ceaseless and inevitaòlo 
as the currents of thought, speech, ana action, ,yhich, 
noisily or silently, are flowing from us at all hours. 
There are thus three kinds of preparation for death. 
The first is the entire series of life, which is actually 
and efficaciously preparing for us, according to comlnon 
rules, the sort of death we are to die. Everything we 
do will turn round ana face us at the last, as well as 
follow us oyer the grave to jur1gment. Of this prepara- 
tion we have said enough. The second is the conscious 
ancl intentional fashioning of our lives generally, with a 
view to death, with a cleliberate reference to its last 
end; and the third is ,vhat ,ve may call the special 
preparation for death, consisting of partictùar spiritual 
exercises, retreats, and penances, which have death for 
their exclusive object. Something n10re relnains to be 
saiJ of the seconJ, or general, preparation for death, 
before we can consiLler the third, or special, prepara- 
tion. 
It is the way of worlJly people to make too little 
of death. The brayery of life seen1S to them a nobler 
thing. It is a greater power, and power is the object 
of their aclnÜration. It is the genius of literature to 
abhor the imagery of death. The thought of death 
tends to make n1en timorous, and selfish, and little. 
There is an mnount of truth in all this. There is a 
certain want of grandeur in religious details. Spiritu- 
ality keeps us sorely down among our corruptions. A 
po<sitive pr8cept selùom has an imposing aspect, and 
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obedience to it will often look trivi
11 and unworthy. 
X cvertheless preparation for death can hardly ayoid 
being one of the occupations of life, and an occupation 
stretching oyer a great deal of its surface. Death is an 
unknown act. It happens only once. It is ineyitable 
anll necessary. There is a universal uncertainty in 
evcrything connected with it. Yet everything is infal- 
libly fixed by it to all eternity. These are the conl- 
monplaces of death; and everyone of them is a suffi- 
ciently cogent argulnent for the .wisdonl of l1laláng all 
life a general preparation for deè!th. It is plain our 
preparation lnust be gencral as wcll as special, remote 
as well as proximate. To make all life a special and 
proxilllate preparation for death would, in most cases, 
be not only unpractical, but incompatible with the 
highest purposes of life. Yet a conscious general pre- 
paration should be lifelong and unintermittil1g. 
There are degrees in this general preparation. In 
some souls it occupies more roonl than in others. This 
may depend upon natural disposition, or it nlay depcnd 
upon a peculiar attraction of grace, or it lnay depend 
upon the degree to which providence has encOlnpassed 
our lot in life with unbroken or successive sorrows. 
Certainly with sonle, this lifelong preparation for death 
beconlcs the peculiar form of their whole spiritual life. 
'Yhen this arises either from natural character or frolll 
besetting sorro'w, it ought to be altogether disallowed. 
It is not an authentic.spirituality. It plays into the hands 
of sentimentality. It degenerates into mere llloody, 
luxurious, selfindulgcnt dramatizing of what is far too 
serious to be pla
ycd with as a Jepth of feeling or an 
interesting pathos. There are very few, to whom such 
a form of dcvotion is at all suitable; and while the 
characteristic of it, where it is the instinct of grace, 
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is its safety, on the other hand its peculiarity, as a 
growth of disposition or a consequence of sorrow, ie 
precisely its unsafeness. 1\0 one therefore must choose 
it for himself as the one form of his whole spiritual life. 
'Yhen self-chosen, it is IllOst likely to prove a delu
ion 
leading to laxity by unmanning us for all real pen
nce. 
There is no vigour in uncheerful penance, no cheel'ful- 
nes
 in penances which nature seeks, and no pen3,l1ce 
at all in the indulgence of heaviness and gloom. 
But there are some whOln the IIoly Ghost seems to 
call to this manner of the spiritual life. They are 
mostly souls of a grave cheerfulness, often with a natu- 
ral turn for humour, and distinguished by active habits 
rather than contemplative. The spirit which is fOrIllecl 
in then'! leads thenl to rest long, often for their whole 
lives, in the exercises of the purgative way, even when 
the deepest part of their soul is in the unitive. It is 
perhaps this tendency which makes such a forIll of 
spirituality so peculiarly safe, and as exempt, as any 
fashion of spirituality can be, frmn the entanglen}ents 
and mockeries of delusion. It leads men also to make 
much of faith, of the gift of faith, and of the comnlon 
things of the faith. This is not only another source of 
safety, but it also forms in us a childlike spirit, which 
is an earnest of many graces, of the higher as well as of 
the lowlier sort. Finally, this method of spiri- 
tuality causes us peculiarly to cultivate the fear of God, 
amI to fl nel largo room and free space for our souls in 
tho exercise of the eXaInination of conscience. For 
examination of conscience, where it lllinisters to liberty 
of spirit, which it is far from doing in aU cases, is one 
of those compendious spiritual exercises which of itself 
can n1ako saints. There is plainly a grayity, a solit1ity, 
a s3curity, about this fornl of tho spiritual life, whi
h is 
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Jlluch to be aLln1ÏrcL1. Nevertheless wo TIl11St ren1enlber, 
that all this is only true of it, when. it is a genuine 
attraction of grace, a vocation and not a choice. . 
",Ye shall best understand in what particulars the 
general preparation for death consists, by drawing a 
picture of the kind of lifö which usuaUy llleets its 
punishment upon the deathbed, and in the penal regions 
beyond. 'Ve need not speak of a life of open sin, 
,vhether of rebellion against God, or of worldly inad- 
yertence of Ilin1. Such a life speaks for itself, tells its 
own tale, explains itself, and is intelligible at first sight. 
'Ye will take a life which is a very ordinary type, a 
lifö of consiJerable efforts after good, of decent frequen- 
tation of the sacrmnents, of an unevenly conscientious 
discharge of relative duties, of very rare mortal sin, ancl 
of a struggle to keep in a state of grace, which, if not 
un intermitting, is at least the rule rather than the ex- 
ception. 'Ye n1ay hope that such a life will end in 
salvation. 'Ye cannot do more than hope, but we have 
great grounds for hope. This life lnust be our lowest 
type. But there are other types which improve upon 
this, some more anù some less; and all these we lnay 
include in our description. Now there are sundry 
fJatures in these lives which are visible foreshadowings 
of trouble at the last, of disconsolate deathbeds. In 
truth, we the survivors should have neeù to be disconso- 
late if such lives ended without trouhle, or issued in 
undoubting calm, and, still more, if they ended in 
t.riumphant assurance. Each of the li\Tes will not pre- 
sent all the aspects; it is enough if it has some one 
or more of them. 
'l'he first thinO' we observe in such men is their luke- 

 
warnlness. Lukewarmness is a thing which has many 
(l:\grees, ranging from nearly hot to nearly cold; and 



PREPA.RATIOX FOR DEATH. 


117 


the men we are speaking of are generally in some one 
of these intern1ediate degrees. They have their seasons 
of fervour. 'Yho has not? TIut their own ackllow- 
ledgu1cnt about thenIsclves is, that, as a rule, they arc 
tepid, below the lnark in devotion and practice, more or 
less annoyed by religion, nlaking thCll1selves much at 
honle in the world, and feeling, in spite of a higher 
feeling, that, aftèr all, supernatural things are but an 
inevitable intrusion. These feelings do not in thell1- 
selves constitute lukewarnIness; but they do consti- 
tute it when unresisted, and unfought against. It is. 
not however necessary to be at our e::tse under thenl 
in order to be lukewarlll; it is sufficient that we suc- 
cmub, however uneasily, and succulnb for sonle consi- 
derable length of timè. 1.; neasiness is no consoling 
proof that we are llOt rea11y lukewarnl. Then again, 
such m8n are careless with the sacraments. They 
Inake but a perfunctory preparation for confession. 
Their exanlÎnJtÏon of conscience is harllly adequate, 
and, which is a n10re seriOlB lnatter, they take but little 
p
tÏns with their sorrow, aI1l1 less with their purpose of 
an1enlhl1ent. Sorrow for venial sins requires a good 
deal of looking after. Besillcs this, they nwke little, if 
any, preparation for cOlnnlunion, and that little is of a 
formal and spiritless kind; and the character of the 
thanksgiving is the sanIC as that of the preparation. 

"'urthermore, these men are much given to wasting 
tinle. 'Yasting time is the fault of alUlost nuuloerless 
varieties of lives. N early every Ulan has his own way 
of wasting tiule. Idling, daw,--lling, frittering, gossiping, 
dreaming, procrastinating, sleeping, recreating, playing 
with our work, tri,ial activity, these are only 
OI1lC of 
the comlnoncr forms of wasting tinle. Yet wastell tÏ1ne 
is a vengeful thing, and stings terribly at the last. It 
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diminishes the chances of a successful end. The leS3 
crÍIllinal forms of worldliness find acceptance als.o in the 
liyes we are considering; and worldliness is at the least 
spirit-wasting in the forms in which it is most innocent, 
if indeed in any form it be innocent at all. Changeable- 
ness in devotions, anJ a general want of system in the 
spiritual life, is another characteristic of these lives. 
l\Iany things may be said of this; but it is only our 
business now to enumerate it as one of the things which 
strew deathbeds '" ith thorns. Selfishness, and want of 
olmsgi,ring, and that common fault of selfwilled eccen- 
tricity in almsgiving, these also disquiet men at last, 
disquiet them when they are ahnost sickening with the 
desire of peace. Last of all, there is a want of penance' 
in such li,'es, which is laying up terrible things for the 
end. SOll1e time or other, penance will iind us out. 
Re i
 truly an unhappy man whom it finds out for the 
first time at the last. UnJer tbe head of penance we 
shoul(l specially include the keen appreciation and habi- 
tual in<1nlgence in very little bodily comforts, the having 
many things in the day which are half necessary to us, 
and the absence of which ruffles and deranges us. lIe 
that is a slave to lilliputian comforts will find a giant 
hehind the curtains of his deathbed, who is not unlikely 
to strangle him in the weakness of that hour of retribution. 
K ow a life the opposite to nll this is what may 
be t
rmed a life of general preparation for death, a life 
whieh has avoided "on the whole these seven things, 
lukewarmness, careless sncran1ents, waste of time, 
.worlùliness, changeableness in deyotions, selfish seanti- 
ness of almsgiving, and want of penance. These are 
the seycn prophecies of unquiet and Jistrcssing deaths, 
deaths that /may end well, but deaths that run fearful 
risks in coming to their end. To hang the whole weight 
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of our eternity oyer the precipice of death is not courage: 
it is Inadness. 
If the nlaterial world is beautiful for its wisdom and 
its power, the spiritual ,yo1'1el is yet more beautiful for 
its nlercy and its compassion. But there are some 
mysteries, which are apparently exceptions to this rule 
of predon1Ïnant lnercy, mysteries of vindictive justice, 
not the less full of the shining of the Diyine Perfec- 
tions, but which ,vo cannot admire with the same peace, 
because they overawe our souls. 'ro feed undismayed 
upon the beauty of Goel's justice is a bliss reserved for 
another state. Our fear for ourselves and our love for 
others alike impede the filll course of that heavenly joy 
in our present condition. Yet vr""e must not omit to 
study these mysteries of justice, merely because they 
are so full of doubt and fear. In truth, the fear of God 
can be selelom ahused so as to do us grievous harnl, and 
ahnost all of u
 stand more in neeJ of f
ar than of love, 
thongh our noeLl of both of them is sadly great. \Ye 
shall be least secure against these visitations happening 
to ourselves, if we wilfully refuse to contemplate them. 
The terrible mystery, at which I am now hinting, i
 
the bad deaths of those ,vho have once been good, awl 
good for the greater part of their lives, sometinles gooù 
ahnost up to the end. Theophilus Itaynauc1us has a 
treatise in his works with the hiùeous title of" A bad 
death after a good life." It proves to bo a cOlllmentary 
on the history of J Ullas. Now this is a phenoDlenon in 
the science of death, which we nlust needs consider. 
l\Iercy has its good deaths after bad lives, its deathbed 
repentances, its snatching of great sinners out of the 
very jaws of the fire, those sudden and to our eyes 
capricious interventions of grace which seem to encou- 
rage the presumption of inconsiderate beholders, but 
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"Which, -:'Q the eJTe of reverent faith, one 'wJ1ile magnify 
the sovereignty of grace,. another whi.le illustrate the 
empire of the )Iother of God, another while illu'minate 
the grandeur of the gift of faith, or J
et another while 
light up as by a flash the incredible abysses of the divine 
cOlnp3.ssion and predestination. So in like manner the 
jealousy of God, the sharpness of IIis vindictive justice, 
have these bad deaths which follow lin:
s of so nHlCh 
good. 'Ye IHust now enquire into these terrific lllani- 
festations. 

First of all, it is ohrious to ren1ark that these lives h3.ve 
been seen1Ïngly good rather than really good. J uùas, 
they say, had a secret fault corrol1ing all his life, and 
thi" is a sufficient explanation of his awful fall. I fear 
the lnatter is not so easily settled as this. No one 
snrely can doubt of J llllas h
 ,'iug hall a true vocation to 
the apostleship, considering that our Lord IIinlself cLllleJ 
hitn, anù conferr
d that office upon hilll. Yat it was a 
dignityanJ a grace unequalleJ, except by the Diyine 
)I
tcrnity, the wardenship of St. J o.seph, and perhaps 
the office of the Precursor. ''"''hat gifts and yirtues, 
what Ì.il'ward beauties and rare herois111s, arc not implied 
in this vocation to be one of the' Incarnate \'"" orll's 
select
d twelve ! Yet how terrible the end! ..Again, it 
In
y be urged that this is only saying, that a good life 
,yithout perseverance is unavailing. Only saying! 
But, alas! how lilany say this, and do not realize the 
tremendous doctrine it contains! ...\. man n1ay gÍ\ g e up 
all that is bright and attractive in the world. lIe l1wy 
wed himself to the abnost insufferably dull work of tllO 
priesthood, a work of uuintern1Ítting toil, of pr
domi- 
natin
 failure, of unthanke<l weariness, of responsibilitie3 
so DIanyand so hard that they are for eycr accumulating 
sin, and full of possibilities and occasions of falling, frOln 
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which he would otherwise haye been free. He m
y per- 
severe in this course blan1clessly, Inark the word, hlalne- 
lessly, for fifty years, the jubilee of his priesthood; antl 
then he may fall, and death leap out of its ambush npon 
him while he is fallen, and behold I he i'3 the hopeless 
victim of eternal ruin. "\Ve need not say n10re of this, than 
that it is a theological possibility. It is enough that it is 
so much as that. Certain appalling revelations of the 
saints make it more than this. They give names and 
dates, and speak of facts; and their look of authenticity 
is intolerable. It is more than curious, too, that intel- 
lectual wisdom should have been the distinguishing 
gift of some of those examples, which history puts before 
us, of deaths that look so nearly hopeless that we cannot 
think of thenl without disluay. 'V"itness SolOll1on, 
Tertullian, Origen, and IIosius, those startling 11lonu- 
l11ents which 111ercy has bidden justice raise in sight of 
the wayfarers of the earth. It 111ay also be saill, and 
".e cling to the thought, that sometimes these deaths 
are temporal anù not eternal punishments, as with the 
man of God in the Old Testament, whom the lion 
devoured. There are some probabilities, and an asserted 
vision, of SOlOl110n'S salvation; and Benedict XI\T. tells 
us that no one's perdition seen1S undeniably predicted in 
Scripture, so as to conIe near being a 111atter of faith, 
except that of Saul. 
Nevertheless, when we have made the best of it, what 
remains is horrible enouo-h. The luere fact that such 
o 
deaths are theological possibilities, that it does not 
belong, as far as we can see, to the providence of God 
to hinder then1, and that the saints speak of such deaths 
as having actually happened, is full of teaching, which 
we had better learn. Üur eternity depends OIl the state 
in which we are when ,ve <lie. Thus, the words are 
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great words to say, a bad life with a good death is 
secure, while a good life with a bad death is perdition. 
The hour of death, its tinIe, TIlanner, and circumstances 
forn1 one of the lTIOst, perhaps positively the most, 
decisive of God's providences upon us. I should not 
have dared to say this, w'as I not confident that in ,vhat 
has gone before I have guarded against the possibility of 
fals3 consequences being deducecl from it. 'Ve can 
harùly conceive that these bad deaths after good lives are 
common; but ,ve are left in uneasy ignorance as to how 
common they may be. It is true we knew beforehand 
that we were to pass the tinIe of our sojourning here in 
fear. It is true we know that such a death must be 
altogether our own fault in not corresponding to grace. 
Every man has far more, not only more but far more, 
grace given him than is enough to save him. N ever- 
theless a fearful mystery is involved in so dire a clispen- 
sation, whichever of the three classes of persons, to whom 
it n1ay happen, we regard. Look at men who have 
been really mortified and good for years, and have not 
persevered, or at nIen ,vho bave been under delusions 
all along, and have come at last not to be able to dis- 
tinguish between delusions and the truth, or again at 
men who have begun well, and who have not nlore than 
an unquiet suspicion that they haye got into a rut of 
slovenliness, of tepidity, of fornlal sacranlents, of infre- 
quent prayer, and of taking liberties with God; and 10 ! 
they have not strength to fight through the last hours, 
and to hold on to the edge of heaven, but fall fluttering 
into the sheer abyss. 'Ve live in a world which has 
such things amongst its phenomena. Surely we are 
fooh;, if our lives are not such as to take these things 
into account. 
But these awful visitations have their roots and origin 
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in onr own conL1uct. ''"'"hat has been described aboyc as 
general preparation for death would infallibly secure 
us against theIne If we could be allowed to see one of 
these startling deaths with all its antecedents laid bare, 
so that we n1ight trace its fibres and rmnifications, we 
should see ho,,,'" one of theIn began on one day under 
certain circumstances, and another on another day at 
such and such a place and in the company of such 
and such a friend. These were little indistinguishable 
beginnings, thread-like, feeble, turned aside by the least 
obstacle, which an ejaculation would have withered or 
an absolution snapped, and beholù! now they are huge 
roots of death! They were not ,vatched; they were 
not checked. Here is a carelessness about little things, 
which brgan one sumn1er hoIyday years ago. IIere is 
an interruption of examination of conscience, which took 
place in an illness, and the practice was not resumed 
afterwards, and hence a want of self-knowledge. Here 
,ye came out of a trial, ancl brought with us a shadow of 
a spirit of selftrust, and it has waxed to something 
colossal, something like the sin of Lucifer. There was 
an enjoyable time at the sca
ide with a large circle of 
fi-ee conversation, and there we slipped into a habit of 
criticizing others, and hence these mortal sins against 
charity. It oftcn struck us, as we read books, to pray 
espcciall y for the gift of final perseverance. But we 
never did so. Ilow were we to know that that transient 
thought was an angel's bidJing, or a pleading of the 
I-Ioly Ghost? Yet who can tell the irreverence of mak- 
ing sure of one of God's greatest gifts, without so much 
as taking the trouLle specially to ask for it? 'Ve have 
been fostering SOlnc secret fault, like J uLlas. But 
its beginnings were in an unworthiness, which was 
hardly sin. 'Ve knew we had better not do it, and we 
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did it. 110w few persons think themselves at all COT'e- 
tous ! Yet surely n10re than half of those, who Jive in the 
,yodd, havc some tendrils of that subtle idolatry twining 
roun(l their hearts. It is one of those vices of which 
the unlikeliest-looking souls are often the likeliest to be 
guilty. Insensibly we have acquired the habit of taking 
our own advice and acting on our own opinion. 'Yho 
could have believed that the things should have con1C of 
it, which have COlne of it? "
 e have thought,-alas! 
how 111any rich people seem to think so,-that almsgiving 
was a counsel, and not a precept; anù lnercy now is 
absent frOlll the last end of those, frOln whose lives works 
of 11lercy have been absent. 'Yho thinks hÌInself a 
hypocrite? Surely we have not been h:rpocrites. Yet 
all through life we have been deficient in thorough sin- 
cerity ,,'ith God. So the divine nlercy is wander- 
ing somewhere over the earth, or is perhaps lingering 
sJrnewhere with the head of son1e dying lifelong sinner 
in its lap, and is not here, where we are dying; indeed it 
i
 almost cverywhere but here,-ubiquitous, :yet not in- 
cluding in its ubiquity the death-chamber of us who once 
served God, who once had spiritual sweetnesses, who 
once were enconlpassed with the softly-glowing si
ns 
of predestination, and who now are dying, and are going 
whither we have unfortunately made too sure that we 
could never go! FrOlll all this, general preparation for 
death would have saved us. Light is a responsibility. 
The brighter our light, the deeper is the darkness which 
our light will m
ke, if we turn it into darkness. It is 
the old, the simple. and the sufficient truth,-if we do 
not take pains, and great pains, and persevering pains, 
there will be cruel darkness round us in the hour when 
'We shall 1110St need light. 
"
 e have still to consider what is called special pre- 
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para tion for death. This is one of the most satisfactory 
prcJictions of final perseverance; and has always 
entered deeply into the spiritual life of holy men. This 
special prep2ration consists of a variety of pious ex- 
ercises having a direct reference to death, and to the 
obtaining the grace of dying holily. First of all, it is 
obvious that this must be the subject of special 
prayer. There are few prayers which may be uncon- 
ditional. St. Philip used to say there ,,"'as only one 
prayer that he always made without Lany condition- 
it was that unborn children might live to COlne to the 
grace of baptisnI. In like manner we may pray unCOll- 
ditionally to die in the faith and fear of God. 'Ve may 
do so, because death is so great an act, because it is 
certain to be God's will it should 
be well done, and 
because the Church teaches us so to do. Every Ilail 
l\Iary contains a prayer for a good death, and among 
other things inclulled in the final petition of our Lord's 
Prayer, ,vho can doubt but that a good death is not 
among the least significant? It would not be hard to 
show that each separate petition of the Our :Father is 
in itself a prayer for a holy death. If final perseve- 
rance is a grace apart, and not nlerely the last link of 
a chain, which happens to come last in order of time, 
and if it is a grace we cannot merit, it nlust necessaI'iJy 
be part of the fear of Goù to make such perseyerance 
the subject of daily and special prayer. 
There are also certain outward practices, which 
saintly nlen have been in the habit of using for this 
enù. ...A...mong these we may enumerate sonIC act or 
ejaculation on lying down to rest, which is the daily 
sinlÏlituJe of death, formal acts of acceptance of death 
as a divine penance, made fron1 tinle to time, medita- 
tion on the Four Last Things, and an occasional day's 
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retreat for this express purpose. One of these practices 
I would venture emphatically to recon1mend. It is the 
frequent repetition of the Acts of the three theological 
virtues, faith, hope, and charity, with great attention 
paid to the exciting of the requisite interior dispositions 
along with the orthodox forI11 of words. To these 
should be added Acts of contrition. 'Ye are apt to 
acquit ourseh?es with a sort of facile forn1ality of that 
which we do so often that it COlnes to be almost 
mechanically done. This is the c]1Ïef difficulty in 
saying the Divine Office. Portions of it slip off our 
tongues lnore swiftly almost than thought, so that. it 
speeds away like the unnoticed sand in the hourglass, 
less under our control than we should wish it to be. 
These Acts of faith, hope, charity, and contrition haye 
visibly a special power at death. To one used to them 
in life, and not used to them as a mere fragment of 
catechism, they are next door to priest and sacraments. 
If we trust to theln as n1ere fractions of catechisl11 they 
will be worse than unhelpful. The thing to be aimed 
at is the habitual advertence to the interior dispositions 
at the time we pronounce the words. 
There arc SOl11e practices mentioned in spiritual books, 
"Thich at the least cannot be universally or indiscrilni- 
nately recommended. They are such as these: laying 
ourselves out in bed like corpses for a few D10ments, 
assisting in Rpirit at our own funeral, going lnentally 
through the ceremony of our own Extren1e Unction. 
Souls are so very c1ifft--rent, that we can nrycr say of 
anything which a good man has recol11mended, that it 
,vill not be good for other souls. 'Ye cannot too often 
remen1ber that the only approach to a general rule in 
spiritual direction is, that there is no gcneTal rule in 
the matter. Hules, which seen1 the n10st general, are 
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no n10re than approximations. But I confess my 
instincts are against these dramatic representations. I 
should be so afraid of their turning into sent.imentality, 
and of TIlen being nlade unreal by thus playing at death. 
Death surely has empire enough o,'er the imagination. 
It is something else than the imagination which needs 
kindling, in connection with that dread lnystery. I 
say this diffidently; for Bellecius strongly recommends 
sonle practices of this kind. For 111yself, I found that 
they distracteJ me from the thought of God, and did 
not make TIle serious. Yet Bellecius is especially a 
solid writer. 
"\Ve considered, at the beginning of this Conference, 
that form of the spiritual life, which resolves itself 
wholly into preparation for death. There is something 
akin to this in special preparation for death. Besides 
formal practices for this end, 'We may dwell upon cer- 
tain parts of the spiritual life, and give them a certain 
degree of prOlninence, with a particular reference to 
death. But these things neither occupy the whole 
breadth of our spirituality, nor are unintermitting 
exercises. "\Ye allow a special reference to death to 
impart certain charac teristics to our spirituality. One 
of these is that recomlnended in Scripture, To be alwaJ'"s 
afraid of forgi \ren sin. This gives a great solidity to 
yirtue. Abiding sorrow for sin is one of the safest gran- 
deurs of holy souls. A single caution lllay be required. 
This sorrow should be for the nlost part general, not 
too 111uch descending into particulars, for fear of scruples 
which always make the will languid. There is SOllle- 
thing very satisfactory about a soul which is chara('- 
terizecl by this fear of forgiven sin. Another interior 
practice is, making death a light to live by, or, in other 
worJs, doing everything as we shall wish to have done 
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it when we come to die. This exerCIses a salutary 
influence over our eXaIninations of conscience, anù our 
preparations for confession. 'Va perfornl these" duties 
each tÏIne as if it was to be the last time. Things done 
in that spirit are for the most part done well. In like 
manner other parts of the spiritual life may be Inaùa 
to bear especially on death. The rule to be observed 
is briefly this,-to dwell on whatever leads us to nlake 
less of the physical terror of dying, and more of what- 
ever renders death transparent ancl shows us God 
beyond. "\Ve may lawfully be afraid to clie because it 
is a punishment: but it would be better if we could 
fear it exclusively as settling for ever our relationship 
to GOl1. 

'hen again there are certnin things which it is devout 
to do for a hunch'ed other reasons, but which have a. 
special yirtue with regard to death. In proportion as 
we fear death, we shall naturally lay stress on these 
t1Jings, and give them a prominence in our practice. 
For instance, it is obvious that charity to the dying, 
pr[lying daily for those who are in their agony all the 
,yorld over, and performing personal works of mercy to 
then1 when it is in our power, are special preparations 
for our own death. Blessings beget their own kÍ1lLl of 
blessings. In natural things one kindness brings a like 
kindness. Still more in divine things do blessings roam 
the worhl in groups and falnilies, making much of their 
own kindred. The SaIne may be said of charity to the 
souls in purgatory, especially by self.'3acrificing generosity 
in the 111atter of Indulgences. There is sOlnet.hing in 
both these devotions, which is congenial to a happy and 
a h{)ly death. 
Lastly, there are two things which are still nlore 
special in the ,vay of preparation for death. The first 
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is an habitual looking to the 1\lost Holy l\Iother of GoJ 
as having a yery peculiar and distinct jurisdiction over 
deathbeds. The Church points this out to us again and 
again, in hymns and antiphons, as well as in the I-Iail 

Iary. The revelations of the saints, the teaching of 
devotional writers, and the universal sense of the faith- 
ful, unite in proclaiming the power which God has 
gÎ\?en her in this particular respect. Some llaye spoken 
of it as the reward which Jesus has bestowed upon her 
for her heroic presence with her broken heart on CDI- 
yary. Others have said that it belonged to her as queen 
of mercy, because the hour of death is so wonderfully 
mercy's hour. All agree that deathbeds fornl a depart- 
ment of the Church, if we n1ay speak so familiarly, 
,vhich belongs to her officially. 'Ye should therefore 
be out of harmony with the Church, if this considera- 
tion did not practicallJ enter into our devotion to our 
Blessed Lady. The experience of all, who grow in 
holiness, is that they grow also in tpndere
t devotion 
and deepest reverence for our Blessed l\lother. 'Ve are 
always learning her anew, and so beginning to love her, 
as if what we hall felt for her before was harJly worthy 
of the name of love. As the rest of our devotion to 
her grows, so also must our dependence on her aid in 
our last hour grow within our hearts. 'Ve shall pray 
to her lllore fervently about it. 'Ve shall make com- 
pacts with her, to which we shall assume her consent, 
that either by herself or by her angels she will fortify 
us by her presence at that ùreaù lllonlent. \Ve shall 
entrust our {ears to lwr, and leave to the managenlent 
of her 111aternal solicitude everyone of those circnn1- 
stances of (leath, the very least detail of which is to us 
of such surpas
ing interest. 
The second thing I alluded to is perpetual thankb- 
9 
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giying for the death of Christ. AIl holy deaths come 
out of Ilis. If He had not died, how should we dare 
to die? He is the Creator. IIe invented the 'punish- 
ment of death. Ile also mllst suffer it. It was lEs 
own law of loye. lIe has enlarged the gates of death, 
an(l hung lamps over them. It is strange how the 
elder saints dared to die. No won(ler they speak of it 
so awfully, as if it led into such terrible darkness, and 
looked like an end of all things, almost like an extin- 
guishing of imlnortality. Great was their faith, these 
old patriarchs, kings, and prophets. But how different 
is death to us ! Christ has died. A new creation were 
surely a less change. As death was the peculiar 
punishment inyented by God for sin. so was the death 
of our Lord, precisely Iris death and nothing else, the 
peculiar price exacted by the Father for the redemption 
of the world. Thus the death of Jesus is the life of 
everyone of us. 'Ye lire because Ile died. How 
111arked a feature, then, in all our prayer n1ust be thanks- 
giying for the death of Christ! It n1ust be, if such a 
thing could be, the universal special deyotion of all 
Christians. 
1oreover it was by IIis death that we 
succeeded to Ilis 1\1othe1', as our inheritance. Thus 
the death of Jesus is entwined with our deaths. 
Thanksgiying for His death is the best pl'ayer for our 
own. ..As the Father fixed precisely on His death 
as the price of our salvation, so ll1ust our deyotion fix 
precisely on His death, as the object of our love and 
praIse. 
VÇ" e have said enough of preparation for death. )[en's 
faces looking into a sunset are golden: so are our lh-es 
when thry look always into the countenance of coming 
dea tho 
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'rhe union of fear and desire is a beautiful worship, 
nlodestly hefitting the creature, and reaching with ven- 
turous reverence to the perfections of the 
Iost IIigh. 
To have no fear of Goel is t:) be, not only without love 
of IIim, but without knowledge of IIim also. To be 
without the desire of God would be almost worse than 
to rise against Ilim through despair of reaching IIim, 
as the reprobate do in their hopeless land. God is 
jealous of this desire. 'Ye read of a very holy Jesuit, 
that he revealed to his c01npanions that he had been 
detained for some time in purgatory, because in his 
death the desire of God had not been sufficiently pron1Ï- 
nent. In the fourth book of St. Bridget's Revelations 
she nlentions, that sIle was shown a third region of pur- 
gatory, where there was no pain of sense, but only the 
pain of loss; and she was told that souls were inlpri- 
soned there. who in lifetime hall not had an ardent 
desire of God. In the same book she also tells us, that, 
when she was praying for the soul of a certain hermit, 
who had recently diel!, our Blessed Lady appearpd to 
her, and told her that he would hayc entered heaven 
inllueùiatcIy, if he had not been wanting in the vehe- 
mence of his desire of God. St. ::\IechtiILlis, in the fifth 
book of her Spiritual Grace, speaks of the SaIne region 
of purgatory, where there is only the pain of loss, the 
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pain arising, as a soul detained there.described it to her r 
fL'om the very burning of that intolerable desire which 
haa been so cold anll remiss in life. This union there- 
fore of fear and desire is especially to be looked for in 
the nlatter of death. N at to fear death is a slight to 
IlÍIn who nl
l,de it our special punislullent. Not to 
desire death is an inJiffèrence to IIiIn, whom we C..1n 
only reach by passing through it. 
There are SOln8 who are hauntel1 by a fear of death. 
Its physical horrors are continually before theIll. They 
dread the pain. They shrink froI11 the darkness. This 
fear rises at tinles almost to a panic. It has often hall 
its rise in sonle circumstance of early life, or in sonle 
defect of early teaching. I t is sometÏInes the result of 
InorbiLl nervousness. But this is not the fear of death 
to be cultivated. No good COlnes of it. To be scared 
is not to be afraid with any re
lsonable or n'uitful fear. 
K 0 fear is a godly fear which fastens so intensely on the 
physical pains of death. Then there is another fear of 
death, which belongs to those who are not right with 
God, and who are procrastinating, if not their repen- 
tance, at least the ir fervour; as if there were, or could 
be, such a thing as procrastinated felTour! It is not 
the boJily pains of death which fright\m these nlcn. It 
is the uncertain issue. It is the being reluctantly 
draggûd up to the settlenlent of a question, which it is 
the crying sin of their lives to leave unsettled. The 
theology of death is all a blind mist to theIne 'They 
can see nothing nlore than it is a dark leap into the 
awful unknown, the outer chaos which to men who do 
not lneditate seems to girdle the world of nlatter and 
senS3. Plainly there can be no sanctification in such a 
fear as this. Th 
 fear of Lleath which is desirable, the 
fear of it which i.., ahnost indispensaùle to holiness, is 
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rather the fear of God than the fear of death, the fear of 
God localized as in a shrine, determined to a particular 
time, as if it were a ritual in ,vhich lIe woulJ make 
some dread bu
 gracious 1Il=tnifestation of lIimself. This 
fear is full of grace, and is har.11y capable of exce

. 
This is what we are tfJ aim at. This is the fear ,vhich 
glorifies deathbeds, the beginning of that extatic fear 
which makes the angels tremble so blissfully before the 
Throne. 
But there is an ordinary, natural, simpleheartec1, 
Christian fear of death, which is lower than this, and is 
not only blameless, but full of materials for good.. 
Sober piety cannot be without this fear. The old must 
fe:!r death, because it is so ne:1r. Its shadow is already 
on thenl, and they shiver because the sunshine is inter- 
cepted. The expectation eyen of a coming good becomes 
a painful fear, when the event is close at hand. The 
young fear death, because prC'paration for it is so uncon- 
genial to their habits of thought and time of life. They 
dwell in brightness, <1nl1 they have not proyed yet how 
thin and wan a shining earthly brightness is. Experience 
has not told thelIl yet how really autun1nal is the very 
sprin6 of youth. The sinner fears death, because his 
penance is not clone yet; and the preacher only irritates 
him when he says, that the longer death is delayed the lpss 
likely is he to die repC'ntant. The lukewarm fear death 
with an instinctiye, almost prophetic fear, both because to 
them the act itself is so often t
rrible anù doubly penal, 
and because such souls so easily make final shipwreck 
there. The good fear it, because the risk is so much the 
more anxious, now that the prize seems the more possible. 
'Ve strain hardest for things which are almost but not 
quite within our reach. l\Ioreover humility always 
calculates against itself, and therefore a slight exrrggera- 
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tion in the fear of death is almost a feature in true devo- 
tion. Sonle Inen (10 not fear death, S0111e even of good 
nlen, of Inen more than good, conling near to thë saintly. 
Such a disposition may be a work of grace. Grace is 
many-sided, and works by means of opposites with 
astonishing facility. Yet this absence of the fear of 
death is extrenlely undesirable, and greatly to be sus- 
pected. It is not unlikely to be a delusion; and if it is 
a delusion, it is one of peculiar danger. This fearless- 
ness can only be safe when it belongs to great heights of 
sanctity. 'Ve should pray hard not to be of those who 
do not fear death; for such souls, with comnlon attain- 
nlcnts, are not easy to be saveù. 
But from the fear of death let us turn to the desire 
of it. 'Yhat we have said of the fear of death we luay 
say also of the desire of dcath, only we should say it still 
more Clllphatically, that the desire which is part of holi- 
ness must be rather a desire of God, than a desire of 
death. 'VorIJ-,veariness is a blessed thing in its way, 
but it falls short of being a grace. To be weary of the 
".orlJ is very far fr0111 being detached from it. I all1 
not sure that there is not a weariness of the world, 
".hich is itself a form of worlcUiness. "\V orld-wearied 
men often think and speak of death in a poetical, volup- 
tuous way, which is IllOSt ungodly. . They ta]k as if the 
turf of the churchyard were a beel of down, as if the 
grassy ridge were a pillow on which to lay Ollr tired 
heads anù slumber, and as if the grave wcre a craùle 
in which we shoulJ be rocked to sleep as the e
rth 
swayeù, and so voyage unconsciously through space, 
like a sleeping child in a ship at sea. None but atheists 
could speak thus of death, if those who 80 speak really 
weighcd their ,yords. Such men habitually regard death 
as an enLl, and not as a beginning. It has been observed 
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of intellectual men, that such talking of death is often 
a symptonl of incipient nlental aberration. It is cer- 
tainly true that happy In en Inore often desire death than 
unhappy men, and desire it more strongly, and tha 
their desire is more truthful and more holy. 
in 
unhappy man desires death rather than God. lIe 
desires it with a kind of heathen despondency. He 
quotes the Odyssey and the .fEneid. The pathetic ima- 
geryof those poems is more congenial to hinl than the 
straightforward realities of Christian theology. lIe fixes 
his eye InorbilUy on death; but he is anxious it should 
not look over death and beyond it. "nereas a happy, 
lighthearted, sunny-spirited Christian man, who has no 
quarrcl with life, except its possibilities of sinning, some- 
how feels its burden more than the unhappy man, who 
clings to life with a sort of morose, sulky enjoyment. 
Yet, while the happy man feels its burden, his happiness 
inclines him to be eager for beginnings rather than to 
be impatient for conclusions. Thus death is to hinl less 
the end of life, than the beginning of eternity. IIe 
desires Goel rather than death; for it is the gift of a 
joyous heart to find short ways to God from the most 
unlikely places. 
The desire of death, then, may be a great grace, and 
in1ply very llluch. But it must be when the soul is 
really athirst for God, and only looks wistfully at death 
as the portal it Inust pass to reach Hin1, just as an im- 
patient traveller sees nothing but the mountain-pass or 
the harbour-nlouth. Yet this desire may also be a 
delusion, and often is so. In those who are actually 
dying it 111ay be a physical effect of exaltation from 
drugs, or a kind of inebriety of fear. In these cases we 
do not like to see it in those we loye, but fortunately it 
has not much of a moral character about it. It is rather 
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one of the dishonours of our flcsh, one of those indigni- 
ties of dying, fronl whidl so few deathl;>eds are entirely 
fi'ee. In the case of the living, -the best test. of the 
desire of death is the one alreaùy given, namely, whether 
it is rather God than death that we desire. At the 
SaIne time it is perfectly lawful to desire freedom from 
pain, to sigh for rest, to long for deliverance from cares 
and responsibilities, to be weary of sorrow and weary of 
endurance, and, above all these things, to yearn for the 
inability to sin. But then these .",-ishes 1TIUSt not be all, 
nor by themselves. They must coexist with the desire of 
God, and that desire nlust be sovereign anù predominant. 
Of course it were better if God alone were our desire. This 
is what we n1llst covet; but we are speaking now of what 
is safe ancllawful. One renlark, howevcr, applies to all 
desire of death-it Blust invariably be mixed with fear. 
_\. 1TIOnlent will conIe, and it oftenest conICS some titue 
before death itself, when, if the desire has been fronl 
God, lIe will JliulsJlf withdraw the fear. l\Ien do not 
often scem to be afraid in the very act of dying. Either 
there is an unexpected facility in dying, or a peculiar 
grace. Fear leaves even the most timorous, before the 
moment comes in which they have nlost to fear. These 
then are two gifts which we should long for, the fear of 
death and the desire of death. It is not likely they 
should ever b
 equally balanced in any soul; but for lllY 
own part, calculating all things, I woulll rather the fear 
should predominate over the desire. Perhaps the two 
dispositions have their appointed hours, and it lll:ly be 
that the one flows when the other ebbs. If it is so, we 
luay be sure that the high-tide of our desire is fixed hy 
the high-tide of our fear. lIe will desire lllOst who has 
feared most. Of all saving things, fear, if it is not the 
most fertile, is at least the 1l10St undeluding. 
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Assuming then that we have rightly and safely both 
fèarecl death and desired it, let us next consider what 
we look like when we are dying. "That are the phe- 
nOlllena which ,ve exhibit to the eye of GoJ, as well 
as to those who are mourning round us? It is plain 
that God sees much more than Inen see, much lllore 
than we ourselves are conscious of; and this last is far 
1110re than Ulen see. It appears to be one of the trials 
of the dying that they cannot lllake thelllseives under- 
stood. In death, as at other tilnes, the penetration of 
God is on the whole in our favour. lIe sees our eyil 
as men cannot see it; but then He sees also the infir- 
mity of a created nature, as creatures theIllselves can 
never see it. lIe perceives extenuations where men 
either perceive them not, or mistake them for aggravat- 
in er circumstances. On the whole therefore God's know- 
o 
ledge is on our side; and the purblind unkindness of 
our fellow-men presiJes over a less gentle tribunal than 
the spotlessness of Ilis unspeakable sanctit,r. lIis very 
justice is largesse compared with the sYlnpathy of lllen. 
llis love would be straitened in the widest allowances 
of their charity. EoI' the present, then, "We would 
rather think of what men see in us when we are dying, 
than of what Goel sees. 'Vhat do ,ve look like to men, 
when we are dying? 
It is hard to lay down general rules in a matter, 
wherl.in there is so much diversity. SOllle men look 
like their olll selves, some as if they had got a new self. 
SOllIe deaths are touching, because they are so simply 
what we should have expected beforehand. Others 
are startling, becausc they are such amazing revelations. 
?\IO'3t frequently nlen look new in dying. Death dis- 
closes whole regions of unexplored character. I.Jife has 
not at all drawn us out as it might hayc done. 'Ve 
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all go to our graves unknown, worlas of unsuspected 
greatness. In truth, life is but a lllomentary 1ll3.nifes- 
tation of us. The longest life is too narrow for our 
breadth. "\Ve are capable of a thousand positions, 
and life has only placeù us in two or three. Our pro- 
bation is but a specimen, a sort of matriculation trial 
for the career of eternity. 'Ve divine from it, rather 
than judge by it. It is thus that the dying so often 
surprise their frienùs, anù leave thelll in as lnuch 
amazement as if they had seen a visible glory round 
their brows. SOIue men, like the dolphin, only show 
their brightest 
tints in the act of dying
 These are 
close characters, deep hearts, but niggardly in outward 
denlonstrations, men whom few have loved, and who 
have not been valued rightly even by those who value.1 
them. Some men die granJly, who have lived pusil- 
lanimously. Others live hitldenly, anel only publish 
thenlselves in death. Others have been dark all their 
lives, begin to grow lun1Ïnous as they die, and die at 
the moment when a whole universe of light seenlS on 
the point of bursting from theIne In truth it does burst, 
but on the other side, mingling its light with the splen- 
dours of eternity. St. Philip tells us how astonished 
he was 11101'e than the once with the majesty of a 
freshly unimprisoned soul. 
Sometinles childhood returns in death, both with its 
evil and its good. Old habits revive, habits that had 
been overlaid by the .contrary habits of long years, or 
w.hich grace seemed to have extinguished. Now ,-which 
habits shall have possession of the nlan, as he steps into 
eternity, the nlore natural habits of earlier life, or the 
painfully acquired habits of nlore careful years? It 
seems as if it were a problelll. Surely it cannot be so 
in reality. There is also a strange acute working up of 
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the guilt of youth, as if faults had never been repented 
of, or as if absolutions did not penetrate luuch below 
the surface. Sorrow does not give us either the free 
titne or the disengaged attention to study the Inatter, 
else we nlÏght learn ,vonderfnl things about the soul 
frOlll the phenolllena of deathbeJ$. Even the possibili- 
ties of our characters seem at titues to unfolJ thCll1sel yes 
before us when we die. Our capabilities of evil assmne 
fearful shapes, fearfully definite, and oVèrwhehn the 
sonl with hideous visions. It is as if our conscious life 
went Jeeper down into our souls than it had ever done 
before, as if death were hunting it frOln earth over 
chastns and into caves, anll all at once it faces SOll1e 
hitherto unsuspected possibility of uncomn1Ïtted sin, 
like coming suddenly on a precipice and looking over, 
when we have lost our way among the mountains in 
the night. But so it is, that in one way or another 
death exposes the barrenness of some natures, and the 
richness of others, and this last is nlore particularly the 
case with women. Perhaps, upon the whole, fClninine 
character is more undeveloped in life than the Inascu- 
line. 
But there is one phenomenon of the deathbec1 which 
deserves particular attention, both because, in appear- 
ance at least, it is so COlnmon, and also because it is so 
distressing to the witnesses. I allude to that half-con- 
scious stupidity, which is so often ùrawn like a veil 
rounll the faculties of the dying. 'Yho has not seen it? 
'''"ho has not chafed in its presence, when it dared to 
cling like some dishonourable cloud round the noble 
spirits of those 'we loved, whose lnountainheights 
deserved to shine calm, erect, and clear in the glory 
of the setting sun ? Yet much of this may be only 
seeming, like the processes of thought in a drowning 
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man, so vivid, clear, and, if we may so worLl it, silnul- 
taneously consecutÌ\
e when he is suffocating, and only 
flinging wild, concentrated, glaring looks to the bank 
for help. 1'he experience of persons, whom the saints 
have Iniraculously cured at the last 1110nlent of life, 
seelns to go that way. Death after all is a darkening 
and a disappearance of those we love, and we nlust be 
content to take it so. It is only a question of more or 
less,-where the darkness shall begin, and what it'shall 
eclipse first. To the others who have loved the dying 
and have gone before hinI, it is not a darkening but a 
dawning. Perhaps to thCln it is the brightest dawn, 
,vhen it has been the nlost opaqne and colonrless sunset 
on the side of earth. Great operations of grace may be 
hidùen under this apparent stupidity; and on the other 
hanLl great interior trials nlay be experienced during 
it. It nlay only pcrv:ule the tabernacle of flesh, while, 
underneath it, the soul nlay be living a life of precipi- 
tate quickness in some new and filial intercourse with 
God. * 
If the stupidity is real, it may be itself a penalty, 
one of those unconscious penalties which in the things 
of God are so terrific. As I have said of sudden death, 
it may be like never dying, and so losing that nlost 
gracious chance, a chance gracious for many other 
reasons besides its being the last. Yet after all it is 
but ante-dating death, as llladness may do a score of 
years before we die. To all practical intents we have 
died when the stupidity began, and if, like an evening 
storm, it clears off before night falls, then is it another 
chance for us, as if a saint had raised us up by n1Ïracle 
for a little while. "\Yho has not seen how profoundly 


· :\1IY I venture to say, that, fl"Om materialistic habits of mind, some 
medical writers ha\"e made too much of this stupidity? 
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cdm the mind is, which raises itself out of a stupor to 
perfOrIll the act of dying? .At the worst it only shows, 
as all thinD's else that have to do with death, that we 
o 
lllust get our dying done before we lie down to die, so 
far at least as lllay be. For alas! there will be always 
lllllCh left to do, always much which suddenly seems 
allimportant, anJ yet now lllust actually be left un- 
done. 
Such is our look when we are <lying. K ow how does 
God look on us ? " Precious in the sight of the Lord 
is the death of Ilis saints." All things consi<lered, 
this is not a revelation we shoulJ have expected. There 
is much to surprise us in it, and yet, when we have fed 
long upon its consobJions, we are surprised again to 
finù how it falls in with our iLlea of God, and how it 
illuminates Ilis perfections. It is so fmniliar to us now, 
that it is not easy for us to realize how strange it has 
a right to be. Death is the penalty of sin, the chosen 
punishment, the choice of God IIilllsrlf. l\Iercy may 
mingle with punishlllent. In Goers punishments, even 
the hopeless one, it mingles largely. But that these 
puniðlunents should be precious in the sight of God is 
sOlnething nlore than this, something beyond what we 
could have expected, something which is full of 111Jstery. 
Death is touching. There is an inevitaùle poetry about 
it, of which no horror or disgrace can wholly strip it. 
The Creator is touched with the woes of His creatures. 
There is a pathos in death, as of a setting sun. But it 
is llot merely compassion3.te sympathy, which the sight 
of His sClTants' deaths draws forth fi'om God. They 
are precious in lIis sight. Ignoble as they are in tho 
world's eye, the creature's dishonour, its most repulsive 
feebleness, the shame of his physical n1Ïsery, Gall does 
not siInply bear with them, or condescend to nurse us 



142 


ON DEATH. 


through them. They are precious in I!is sight. They 
are His jewels, a something in creation which He keeps 
for Himself, a tith9 paiJ Him, which He lays' up in 
heavenly storehouses. Surely it is because Jesus was 
to die, and the Cross has made the punishment an 
honour to such as make their deaths a Calvary. That 
blessed death is the vast sunset in which we all sink to 
rest. It lingers on earth's horizon till the day of doom, 
and we all set in it, encompassed with a mellow glory 
w"hich is not our own. Death was precious to Goel of 
old, because Jesus was to die. It is precious to IIim 
noW", because Jesus has already died. 
God's attitude towards death, therefore, is something 
very peculiar. lIe seems, not exclusively, but very 
singularly, to concentrate His creative love upon it. 
This is the case whether His love takes the form of 
severity or of indulgence; for deathbed severity is often 
deepest love by being the anticipation of a justice which 
is a thousand times n10re tolerable on this side the 
grave than on the other. lIe sometimes waits till death 
to reward past endeavours. to remove dryness, to with- 
draw temptations, or to give a long-contested victory 
over some besetting fault, such as uncharitableness, un- 
belief, injustice, or a hard heart. Then, on the other 
hand, lIe sometimes puts off our interior trials till death, 
and sanctifies us then with a rapidity which is the 
extren1Ïty of suffering. Son1etiules lIe waits till then 
to punish carelessness" and yenial sin. Smne nwn are 
less likely to fail under a weight in the hour of death, 
while to other men it is the likely hour for failing. 
Our Father's love learns from lIis wisclolll how to dis- 
pose things in the gentlest way. On the other hand 
He often fulfils only in death the prophecies of our 
past liyes, especially the prophecies of our early years: 
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or lIe lets us learn then for the first time, that a work 
has long been done in our sonls, which we llave 
regretted as undone, and longed to have it done. 
Sonle lIe blindfolds in death, that not a breath may 
tarnish their hunÚlity. Others lIe floods with light that 
they lnay throw thC111Selves the nlOre fearlessly into 
l-lis eternal arms. None of IIis servants does lIe dis- 
appoint in death. All find riches there, more than they 
looked for, both in kind and in degree. ''"'"hat is pre- 
cious to IIimself, lIe makes unspeakably precious to 
us. Faith cannot so misread the signs as to be nlistaken. 
The Creator has felt the exile of the creature a burden, 
if I nlay dare to say so, as well as the poor creature 
itself. Like other fathers, lIe wants His children home. 
Thus He has a predilection for the hour of death. Of 
all the hours of life it is most IIis. So in it IIis loye 
is special, and wh
re love is special, justice is special 
abo. 
'Yhat kind of deaths, then, are those which are more 
particularly precious in IIis sight? A saint's death is 
a work of àivine art, acconlplished by supernatural skill, 
and flushed ,vith the glow of eternal beauty. No t,\
o 
are alike, and all are beautiful. 'Ye can but select 
sonle specimens fron1 the various n1u1titude. The first 
Inay be the death of those who have always been dying 
to thmnselves. They have adopted this for the forIn 
of their spiritual life, as St. Andrew Avellino did. It 
is a death like the death of Christ, the death of IIim 
who "pleased not IIimself." It is the last act of a 
life which has been death all through, the last death of 
a thousand deaths. There is a harmony between death 
and such a life as this, which makes music in the ear 
of God. For the most part, the less a death stands 
apart from the foregoing life, the less it is a detached 
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and separate mystery,-the 1110re has it a look of ('0111- 
pleteness and perfection about it. This is in truth a 
very blessed death. 
Then there is the death of desire,. the kind of death 
our Blessed Lady died. This belongs to souls to whOIn 
God is everything, and to whose simþlicity nothing is 
anything, except God. He has not shared their love- 
lIe has sovereignly possessed it. They were side of all 
the glorious world, because God was not wholly in it. 
It had no attractions for theIn, because God ,vas their 
one attraction. He fed them with Iris choicest gifts; 
hut they sickened even then, because TIis gifts were not 
Himself. He was jealous, and they ,yere jealous also. 
They "áll make bolll with lIim rather than go without 
Him. They are all for Hin1. Hc also must be as if 
lIe were all for them, theirs and only theirs. So the 
years dragged on with then1. They were prompt and 
brisk, and knew not how they could be so. 'They were 
dying all the while they were living. Their life was so 
completely in IIim, that it was almost fictitious as an 
earthly life. They trailed themselyes wearily to life's 
edge, and then languished for a while, and afterwards, 
like men bound hand and foot, these helpless captives of 
divine love fell oyer into eternity. 
Then there is the death of humility. This is a death 
full of worship. It is a n1agnificent profession of faith. 
It praises God. Part of its beauty is in its being so 
Buitahle to a creature. It is full of the knowledge of 
God, and teaches IIis greatness by the shining light it 
casts upon it. The soul dies in the attitude of adora- 
tion, and is found aiready prostrate before the Yision 
which bean1s upon its sight. 'Ye should have thought 
it was a death, which angels woulù especially delight 
to sec. It pleads no merits. It rests upon no services. 
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It covets the least blessings of the Church, as eagerly 
as if it had nothinO' else diyine about it. It has a 
;:, 
special devotion to the sanctity of God, and longs to be 
clean, anù even cleaner, and impossibly clean, before 
the sight of His unblen1Ìshed nwjesty. It counts on 
nothing but mercy. 'Yhen it doubts, it does not so 
HUlCh doubt the vastness of God's compassion, as it 
suspects some special impossibility of its own forgive- 
ness. It is the death of the child, who dies looking into 
his father's face. How beautiful the smile of infantine 
contentment, which settles there the nlon1ent after! 
Then again there is the death of detachlnel1t, a death 
which is hardly a death, because there is nothing to die 
to, nothing to be loosened from, nothing to leave behind. 
It is more like a translation than a death. The soul 
has either neyer rooted itself in earth, or bas unrooted 
itself long since, so that it has died spiritually before it 
has died physically. 'Yhat is left for such a death to 
be, except an act of love? It is the perforn1Ïng of a 
sacred ritual, rather than the paying of a penalty. It 
is rather the peaceful cerenìonious fulfilIl1ellt of a pre- 
cept than the trelllbling endtu'ance of a punisIlll1cnt. 
.A hard life lnakes an easy death. But wh:tt life is 
more hard than one of detaclllnent? A man who is 
detached is no longer a child of earth; he is an angel 
entangled in nlortal flesh. lIe is living in heaven 
already; only he lives there blindfold, and sees not the 
Yision yet. 1\1en like these,-how peacefulJy they die! 
They die with natural ease as if they were used to it, 
and had done so many till1cS before. It almost seems 
as if there was too little pomp about their end. If we 
have not SOlllC spiritual c1iscernll1ent, a feeling almost 
of dissatisfaction comes oyer us, as if they might be 
under sonIC delusion , and werc not nlakinO' enonah of 
<:> ;:, 
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death. Detachment is the hardest of aU spiritual 
phenOlnena to understand, while it is one of the 
silnplest to express in ,vords. But the deatlis of de- 
tached souls are dear to God. lienee it is that the 
deaths of the poor are often so precious in His sight. 
Po\.erty is in itself so pregnant with blessings, that even 
n1aterial poverty surrounds itself with benedictions for 
which it has not striven. God loves to have lIis 
creatures loose and unrootecl. There is not a 1110re 
wondrous earnest of a h:lppy death, than that rare 
sweetness of an uprooted yet still blossoming old age. 
In all the gardens of the Church there is no blossOlll 
l110re heavenly than that. 
Let us speak of one more death, and then close our 
list. Let it be the death of saintly indifference. This 
is a death so obscurely veilell in its own simplicity, 
that we can hardly discern its beauty. 'Ye must take 
it upon faith. It is the death of those who for long 
have been reposing in sublimest solitude of soul in the 
will of God. All complications have disappeared from 
their inwarJ life. There is a bare unity about it, which 
to our unseeing eyes is barren as well as bare. .A.1l 
devotions are nlOlten in one. _\11 wishes have dis- 
appeared, so that n1en look cold, and hard, and sense- 
less. There is no glow about them when they die. 
They die in colonrless light. They m1ke no den10n- 
strations when they go. There is no pathos in their 
end, but a look, it" is only a look, of stoical hardness. 
They generally speak but little, and then it is not 
edifying; but rather on c0l1ll11onplace suhjects, such 
as the details of the sick 1'00111, or news about relatin
s ; 
and they speak of these things as if they ",.ere neither 
interesteJ in them, nor trying to take an interest. 
Their death, frcm the very excess of its spirituality, 
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looks almost aninwl. They lie down to die like beasts, 
such is the appearance of it; independently, as if they 
needed none of us to help them; and uncOll1plainingly, 
as if fatalis111 put thell1 above complaining. 1.'hey often 
die alone, when none are by, when the nurses are gone 
away for awhile. They seem almost as if they watched 
the opportunity to die alone. .As they have lived like 
the eagles of the lnountain-tops, so like the eagles they 
n10stly die high up without witnesses, and in the night. 
This death is too beautiful for us to see its beauty. It 
rather scares us by something about it which seen1S 
inhuman. )1ore of human will would make it more 
lovely to us; for what is there to be seen when the 
will of the saint has been absorbed long since into the 
will of God '? Like the overflow of some desert wells, 
the waters of life sink into the sand, without a tinkling 
sound to soothe the ear, without a marge of green to 
rest the eye. 
These are the deaths which are especially precious 
in the sight of God. But far lower deaths than the
e 
are precious to IIiln also. 'Vere it not so, there would 
be little consolation for ourselves. Our attainnlents 
n1ust be other than they are, or we must look to dying 
in lowlier places and in more ordinary ways. It is 
hard not to have SOll1e wishes about our own death. 
1\" either is it at all clear, that such an absence of wishes 
would be more perfect for such as we are. The wishes 
of the creature seem often to move the love of God. 
l\1ercy not unfrequently appears to bave fixed npon no 
roaù of her own, lmt waits for us to lead, and she will 
do our bidding. Is it certain that even in the saints 
tlle supernatural has altogether suspended the natural? 
In us at least, to be natural is abl10st a grace, and to 
be natural with God is quite a grace. The supernatural 
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purifies and ennoblc3 the natural in' nlo
t gooa hearts, 
and does not altogether kill it. But I will take leave 
to doubt this total ex.tinction of nature eve
 in the 
saints. So we may blamelessly wish wishes about our 
own death, and our wishes shall only giye nlore grace- 
fulness and 111 ore sincerity to our confori11ity of will with 
God. 
First, then, we should wish, indeed do we not already 
unronditionally pray for it? to haye all the usual 
sacrmnents, to be surrounded with every benediction 
of the Church which belongs to the soothing pageantry 
of the last hour, the unbroken presence of a priest of 
the 
Iost IIigh, frequent absolutions, and St. Peter's 
last act of indulgent jurisdiction. 'Ye can spare nOlle 
of these things, not so lnuch as one drop of holy water. 
Dvin o ' souls are as thirst y as the desert sands, anJ will 

 ;:) 
drink in all dews of heaven which n1ay be allowed to 
f,lIl upon thell1. 'Ve would have relics of the saints 
about us or in the 1'00111, so that we n1Ïght as it were be 
touching the hem of their garnlents, as well as lllultiply 
the nUlllber of angels in our roonl: for 11lUSt not angels 
always be scntineb where relics are? 'Ye would have 
our Blessed L3,dy present, anJ St. Joseph, according as 
,,?e understand thenl to have promised that they woulJ 
he. 'Ye do not ask to see or hear th2111. 'Y c think of 
what we are, and sIll'ink from such petitions, though to 
Jnake thCln might be not unIlllll1ble. Only at least let 
us have the real protection of their presence, with as 
111llCh or as little of the sf;l1sible joy of it as shall seelU 
fitting to the di"ine condescensions. Our patron saints 
and angels too we woulJ have to be present there, and 
we would even make bold to supplicate for the human- 
hearted Raphael, so safe a conlralle on a long anll 
unknown journeJ, and for the affectionate St. 
Iichacl, 
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who i
 the viceroy of purgatory and will one day pre- 
sent us at the court of heaven. 
",Ye ,voul<.l wish for the use of reason to the last. 
Ready to obey, we would eyen plead with those who 
might wish, for the lulling of our pain, to gi,
e us opiates 
at the last. Let us go to God with the full possession 
of our reason. We are rea.dy to suhn1Ît, if God wills 
it otherwise. lIe nlay take us in our sleep; but we 
would rather not. :K ay, we know that delirium has 
COlne sometimes as an answer to holy prayers, that so 
the graces of a glorious death n1Îght be shrouded frOlll 
the eyes of Inen. No such prayers belong to us. ",Ye 
would ask for entire consciousness, so that our last 
breath n1Îght end an intelligent act of love. Yet we 
woul<.l not lay too much stress on this. 'Ye would 
rather leave to Gall all th:lt is physical about our death. 
'Ve only ask for this, because we think it is a blessing 
which nlay haply be something nlore than physical. 
This nlay be inl3.gination. ",Ye are but children in the 
sight of God. lIe finds a worship eyen in the foolish- 
ness of our desires, and is not impatient. 
The grace, which of all others we covet for our last 
hour, is that of perfect contrition. ",Ye would have the 
fear of sin, which has haunted us through life, grow yet 
more perfect when we come to die. 'Ve nlust all die 
in love, if we woul<.l die well. But there are nlany 
loves, and we should choose to die in contrite loye. 
There has always seeIned to us a special attracti,'eness 
about contrition. It seems to come out of a special 
devotion to the Attributes of God. No form of holiness 
is so winning, as that which is based on an abiding 
sorrow for sin. 'Ve woul<.l long therefore for a grand 
contrition at the hour of death. Perhaps then we shall 
fear purgatory nlore keenly than we fear it now. 
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There are sonle who do not fear it, but th
nk of it only 
as a piece of unlnerited good fortune. In tru!h it is 
80, when we think of the dark possibilities. Yet it is 
n10re than this. It cannot be well not to fear it. "\Ye 
shall most likely haye better discel'llll1ent when we come 
to die; and we shall then fear all punishments of God, 
because of the burning of our desire to see Hi::; Face, which 
is the unspeakable thirst of dying souls. Has any dying 
nlan ever spoken joyously of his approaching passage 
into purgatory? I have neither read nor heard of anJ. 
Such is rather the language of those who are far off fr01ll 
it, "with all their unclipped abilities to sin upon thcn1. 
It would sound harsh on a deathbed, and offend our 
pious instincts. 'rhus the desire to go at once to God 
may give a new value to contrition in our eyes when we 
COlne to die. Indeed if it be reverent, for to be particu- 
lar with God goes near to an irreverence, we would ask 
to have so vehement a sorrow for our sins, that its 
intensity might be the pro:xilnate cause of our death, 
that ,ve n1ight die a minute or an hour so uncI' than we 
should have died had our sorrow for sin been less. But 
this is perhaps too magnificent a grace for us. 
Then also we would desire not to die what is called 
a triUll1phant death. Grace may triulllph oyer us. Our 
end may be a signal triumph of God's n1ercy. But for 
ourselves all trimnph is Ullllleet, unless for some special 
end God so ordained it. Gertrude of .A.delhauscn, a 
DOlninicaness, laughed out louel all through her agony, 
anù died laughing; so inebriated was she with love of 
God. St. 
1ary d' Oignies sang loud and clear three 
days and nightg before she died, becaus0 the I10ly Ghost 
had given her such a gift of jubilee. St. Elizabeth of 
lIungary turned her face to the wall, and sang without 
nloving her lips, as if a nightingale were in her throat, 
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and died thus singing in her e:xtasy. But these things are 
not for us. If eyer in life we should be real, and nlight 
hope to be so, it would be at the hour of death. Yet 
t!1ere is unreality even there. 'Ve can act, and be 
affected eyen then, and our drama and our affectation 
Inay not be faultless. Then there are inculpable unre- 
alities to which bodily weakness exposes us, and these 
are not llloral, but we shrink frOIll thenl very greatly in 
the prospect. Delusion is everywhere, until we haye 
parted company with the Deceiver, and gone to live in 
the light of God. Triun1phant deathbeds appear to 
be encOll1passed with delusions. 'Ve had rather eyen 
that our death should be mostly silent, lest even in the 
conscious utterance of edifying words we should get 
from under the weight of Goù's fear and out of the sense 
of His presence. It is hardly unloving to wish what 
those 've leave behind will like least anù will find eyen. 
p2inful: it is not unloving when the occasion is so 
great as that of death, and the interests at stake are the 
substantial things of our eternity. "\Ve n1ay eyen wish 
what our last worlls might be. It is not unchildish so to 
do. It is the spontaneous utterance of our devotion. Per- 
haps we should desire, with frequent invocations of holy 
K allieS, ,vith frequent cOllilnendations of our spirits into 
our Father's hanùs, to say at last as expres
ing all, 
Sancta Trinitas, unus Deus, miserere mei. Perhaps we 
have already wished too much.* But we are ready for 
any other will of God. As to the when, the where, the 
how, and the with what pain, we are to die, we have no 
,vish about all that. 'Ve leave it all to God. He 
knows what is best. "\Ye will have nothing to ùo with 


. Thus for instance, when St, Gertrude, ont of devotion to the Blessed 
Sacrament, prayed that she might have to swallow nothing, whether fooù or 
medicine, after the ViatiCl1Ill, our Lord said lie disapproved the prayer.- 
Revelat. lib. iii, cap. 35. 
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death merdy as a physical thing. T{) us it shall never 
be anything else but the gateway -of our Father's 
house. 
'Ve are never tired of that old picture from that first 
of all the gospels, the book of Genesis, the picture of 
the Creator brooding over IIis own creation, as if in 
slu'vey of it and in complacency, and pronouncing it very 
gooJ. It is always new to us, almost the more new 
the lllore it is falniliar. So is it sweet to think of the 
sarno Creator, bending and brooding over the beautiful 
deathbeds of those who die in Jesus, as if the beauty of 
them wa'3 precious to Hin1, as if each of thenI was 
another faithful portrait of His dear Son, another .trans- 
lucent depth of Calvary imaging Ilis own perfections. 
God is the Creator: death is I-lis own invented punish- 
lllent, the sternest old historic n10nument on earth: and 
lIe the Creator has died Hinlself: and now look at IliIn, 
pathetically outpouring all this love over us IIis timid 
J.ying creatures! Is it not almost a reverent joy for us 
to think. that we have still one action left to do, which 
will be precious in the sight of Goel? Is it then only a 
f
ar and trembling, and not a joy as ,yell: that we know 
that the messenger of death, near even if lIe still be out 
of sight, is swiftly now with sounllless footfall stealing 
up to us? There is a quiet, sweet anxiety to die, 
which nl
kes Ollr livcs more diligent , and is exccedinO' 
.... 0 
happiness. 
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Self-deceit is perhaps the ll10st unconlfortable and 
{lisquieting suLject in the whole of sJ!iritual theology. 
'Y11Y then shoulJ. we speak of it? For that very reason. 
The spiritual life is a reality, by far the most real of all 
realities, because it is our intercourse with G-od on the 
ll10st mmnentous of all interests. It cannot help being 
real, real with a reality which lllust often be felt as an 
inlportant and inopportune yoke upon our frivolous 
nature. Yet if we are in earnest about saying our 
souls, and it would be fearful indeed not to be in earnest 
about such a matter, we should not look about in the 
spiritual life for smooth things and easy sayings, but for 
true things and sincere sayings. Sonle people pride 
themselves on their principle of getting out of the way 
of frightf'ning things, and con:sic1er it the height of dis- 
cretion to keep such nlatters at arnl's length, and to be 
very solelnnly severe upon books and preachers that 
profess to deal in thenl. Such persons are simply in- 
sincere, and we must tnake no account of then1. They 
are worth very little in the sight of God, and therefore 
their example is worth nothing to us. They must be 
judged after they die, and it is greatly to be suspected 
that the judgulent will throw a somewhat disconsolate 
light over this eccentric discretion of theirs. On the 
,vhole the judgment is an excecclingly awkward tÏIlle 
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for finding out n1Ïstakes, p
trticult1r1y indis
reet cliscre- 
tions,-for m
ny reasons which it is not of consequence 
for us to go into, because not holding the opinï"ons of 
these persons we are not likely to fall into their Illis- 
takes, whatever other 
istakes 111ay befall us. 
'\T care yery Hutch in earnest with God. 'Ve desire 
to advance in His ways. So we nlake up our n1Ïnc1s to 
grapple with this ugly subject of self-deceit, and take a 
very close view of it, believing that the unpleasant ope- 
ration will be of the greatest service to our souls. l\Iany 
souls have unquestion
1bly been lost altogether by self- 
deceit. 
Iany 1110re have fallen far short of the pur- 
p
)Se3 of God upon theI11. In the case of all of U'3, 
llmnbers of graces have been ,vastecl through not meet- 
in6 with correspondence, and nlost frequently that want 
of correspondence has been attributable to self-deceit. .A 
disease, frOl11 which almost everyboJy suffers, and whose 
consequences may easily be so ruinous, claiIl1s an honest 
investigation f1'0111 those who desire to be honest both 
with God and self. 
Ulltruthfulnes.:; is a very odious thing. It is the Inost 
om
nsiva and provoking charge we can m
lke against 
another. l\I
n of honour con<siùer that it is an Ï1nputa- 
tion wJ1Ïch can only be washed out with blood; though 
,vhat sort of honour this is, is perhaps difficult to say, 
and more difficult still to discern how blood cleans it 
when it has been stained. Anyhow it is unpleasant to 
shed the blood of a - fellowcreature, and to lllOst nH
n 
cOll"iùerably mora unpleasant to shed their own; anll 
hence the detern1Ïnation to run this double risk shows 
how odious the ('har;1e of untruthfulness is to the hearts 
1:) 
of nlen. But this is part of the world's self-deceit, that 
is, of everybolly's self-deceIt. 'Ve would fain persuade 
ollrsehF
s that untruthfulness is very rare. Else why 
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should we murder our conlpanion nlCrely for attributing 
to us sOluething very COll1111on? Either we have per- 
suaded ourselves that it is not very COll1mOn, or .we are 
SJ bent on persuading ourselves of it, that we have 
made up our n1Ìnl1s to shoot any man who raises the 
question in Ollr own case. Duelling however is nlani- 
f
stly not a counsel of perfection. So we want nothing 
lllOre of it than this proof how odious the charge of 
untruthfulness is to the human heart. 
But unfortunately this untruthfulness is not rar8. It 
is the commonest of all miseries. It is as universal as 
the consequences of the fall. A truthful man is the 
rarest of all phenomena. Perhaps harlUy any of us 
have ever seen one. It is far frOln unlikely that .we 
have not. Thorough truthfulness is undoubtedly the 
laost infrequent of graces. The grace of terrific auste- 
rities an(l bodily macerations, which has characterized 
some of the saints, the grace to love suffering, the grace 
of extasy, the grace of martyrdom, all these are com- 
n10ner graces than that of thorough truthfulness. The 
fact i
. we are all of us thoroughly untruthful, those of 
us most so who think ourselves least so, those of us least 
so who think ours
IYes most so. The first step towards 
b2Ïng truthful is the knowledge that we are far frOl11 it; 
for out of that knowledge follows the hatred, the deter- 
nlÌnation, and the ailn, which bear us on towards truth- 
fulness. "\Ve have no idea how untruthful we are, until 
,ve COlne to ex.amine ourselves. 'Ve must not therefore 
be content with a general adll1Ìssion of guilt: but ,ve 
must go into ourselves, and ferret out the whole of the 
misery and corruption. It is worth while spending two- 
thirds of our life in doing this work alone, trying to be 
less of liars than we are. Rude words! yet not un- 
friendly O!les, as the issue will show. 
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It is of little use to plunge into this repulsive subject 
of self-deceit, unless w.e are conscious to ourselves of a 
Inanly dctern1Ïnation to Inake a thorough woi'k of it. 
"
llOever has not got that, haù better reaù no further, 
or else he will mistake what is said. A l1lan alwa}?s 
nlakes a mi
take, if he applies to himself what is meant 
for another. It is to be feared there is a great deal of 
pron1Ïscuous physicking of ourselves, after our neigh- 
hour's prescriptions, in the spiritual life. It is not less 
ruinous to the constitution of the soul, than a sin1Ílar 
practice woulll be to the constitution of the body. 
'Yhatever is said here is nleant only for honest people; 
to dishonest persons it will mean something quite differ- 
ent, and be by no l11eanS beneficial. Furthermore, it is 
of little use to plunge into this repulsive subject of self- 
deceit, unless we take up, as a standard or ideal, some 
notion, even though it be a negative one, of Christian 
silnplicity. The acquisition then of this inadequate 
iJea of Christian silnplicity shall be our first occupation, 
and we will try to obtain it by an analJsis of its 
irn pec1inlcn ts. 
Christian sinlplicity, or holy truthfulness, consists in 
three things, each of .which is a good deal rarer than a 
black swan is out of .L
ustralia. It requires, first, that 
w.e be truthful with ourselves, secondly, that "re be 
truthful ,,,?Üh others, and thirdly that ,ye be truthful with 
God. 
There are certain ways of becoming truthful with 
self, which are at once infallible and indispensable. 
'Ve shall see if we have acquired the virtue by seeing 
if we have taken the nleans to acquire it. The whole 
inward corruption of our nature is neither 1110re nor 
less than the raw nlaterialof self-deceit. The nlalignity 
of our corruption is in its falsehood; anù the person we 
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are nlost interestell to deceive is self. 'Yith "",-hat suc- 
cess we accomplish this, the whole world can tcstifY. 
:Sow, if we are in earnest in undeceiving ourselves, we 
must be taking rcal pains to acquire sc1fkno,,,ledge. 
ITnless we know ourselves, and, as far as may be, the 
ins anti outs of our very complicated and inconsistent 
nature, we are clearly in no position to act truly. But 
it is not easy to know ourselves. On the contrary it is 
the hardest thing in the world. ...\1'e we really then 
taking pains to acquire a knowledge of self"? Are ,ye 
honest in our exan1Ïnations of conscience? Arc we 
punctual in thenl? 'Ye lllay fairly suppose there are 
not nlany men trying to save their souls, of ,,,-hose daily 
reaularities a brief eXalllination of conscience is not one. 
o 
X ow what is our regularity in this respect, and our 
accuracy, and our diligence, and our real view of its inl- 
portance ? If we are not taking pains to know our- 
selves, we may be quite sure ,ye are not truthful with 
self. \Ve can harùly be taking pains without knowing 
it; for thi,:; unfortunately is a 111atter in which the pains 
are very unpleasant, and it is only wounded lnen in battle 
who are sonIetinIes unconscious of unpleasant things. 
It is of so nlllCh consequence to know ourselvcs, 
where religion is concerned, that if we not only do not 
t'1ke any pains after self knowledge, but eycn rather get 
out of its way, we can hardly blind ourselves to the fact 
that we are not in earnest about our souls. But who 
gets out of the way of selfknowlcdge? It is plain 
enough that nlany take little pains about it. IL1leness is 
the n103t natural thing in the worlJ. TIut who gets out 
of the way of it, that is, takcs pains to renlain in igno- 
rance about hilllself"? Nearly evcry onc. There is scarcely 
a nlan or WOJllan on their way, as they think, to holiness, 
who does not habitually do this, and in lllore ways than 
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one. 11ere is one ,yay. People go on, -as if on purpose, in 
a din1, misty, confused nlanner. They suspect, perhaps, 
that they do not prepare for confession as carefully as 
they ought to do. They haye a vague feeling that there 
is neither enough examination, nor enough pains about 
contrition, and that the exuberant graces of the sacra- 
nlent are certainly realized in the most p
rtial way, and 
the sacrament itself perhaps risked. They are always 
intending to look into the n1atter, and never doing it. 
S0111etÏIl1e dr other they will, but sonlehowor other they 
neyer can do it today. They are not sure of the evil. 
The removal of it therefore is not a plain duty. For 
perhaps after all, on enquiry, it may be found there is 
nothing to remove. By shirking the selfknowledge, 
they keep at arm's length the obyiousness of the duty; 
so that they seem to gain by thus defrauding themselves. 
K ow aln10st everyone has sonIC such woful uncertainty 
resting on his conscience about sonle part of his conduct, 
1110<st often those parts of his conduct which have to do 
with the practices and observances of the spiritual life, 
such as prayer, mortification, s3.craIuents, and the like. 
Thus a nlan has a yeiled nlufHed feeling, that he is neg... 
lecting bodily lllortification to such an extent as to be 
very unsafe for his soul. 1
 et he will not call this feeling 
to account, and unnlltfÌÌe it, and see what it is worth. 
lIe could do this vcry easily. See how anyone else 
could do it for hiIll ! Are you all right about bodily 
mortifications? "I do not feel quite sure about theIn." 
True! but it is not eX3.ct1y a matter to haxe any doubt 
about. "'Yhy! it is a long question! there is a great 
deal to be saiLl." Certainly! there is a gooù deal to be 
saia about 1110St questions: but why not say it? " K ot 
prepared just now." 'Yell! but is it a matter which 
will wait? Either rOll are leading a mortified life or 
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you are not. Five n1inutes honest self-inspection will 
tell you at once: and if not, why :rou can settle forth- 
with as to the amount of change you nlust make in your 
l)resent softness, and then go on. But no! this is a 
style of spiritual direction far too matter-of-fact for 
most of us. Indeed we are by no means clear that it is 
not rude and unfeeling. 'Ye cannot have the plasters 
pulled off our wounds in this way. There is a certain 
sort of comfort in a fog, especially for shy nlen. They 
are less visible. So we go on with half a dozen grave 
Jnatters resting unsettled and nlisty and unargued, in a 
kind of unspeakably slow interior court of chancery. 
TIut how with all this, we can think ourselves true or 
Inanful it is not quite easy to see. It is a sad annoy- 
ance when others find us out; for it mostly lowers their 
opinion of us; but the saddest annoyance of all, to our 
poor nature, is to find ourselves out; for, if we lose selrs 
good opinion, we are forlorn indeed! The worst of it 
is, that there is a time and a place when and where de- 
tection is inevitable. A wise option is that which 
chooses the less disagreeable rather than the nlore dis- 
agreeable. 
IIere is another way in which people are diEhonest 
with thenlselyes, either fron1 the dislike of exertion, or 
fi'om a suspicion that investigation will conlpel thenl to 
conlmit thenlselves to God, or definitely deny IIÜn 
son1ething, both of which they are equally anxious to 
avoid. It is quite conlmon for nlen to persist in a course 
of action, without being sure of their nlOtiyes, cyen with 
an indistinct suspicion that their motives are not ade- 
quate or trustworthy. This is peculiarly the case where 
charity may possibly be concerned. There are nlany 
instances, in which, from what we know of ourselves, it 
is probable beforehand that some rmount of jealousy, 
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di:;like, riv<.llry, triunlph, or other unworthiness lnay 
n1Ïnglc with our motives, and thus not only vitiate a 
".hole series of actions, but even be superinducing a new 
habit of uncharitableness, or strengthening an old one, 
and also hindering all other growths of grace in the soul, 
so lont)' as this canker is allowed to renwin. The same 
o 
may be said of the works of Inercy and charitable 
enterprises in which we engage. If "
e have the 
slightest reason to distrust our Inotives, the slightest 
reason to doubt whether the glory of God, if not 
unlninglcd, be at least uppermost in our hearts, we 
ought resolutely to scrutinize our 1110tivcs, not nlerely 
because of the ruinous loss of luerit which we are 
incurring, but also because of the positive damage 
done to our soul, and the destruction of works in it, 
whidl fornler operations of grace have constructed. 
Do we make our faults a subject of sober and mature 
reflection? There are times certainly when it is not well 
to do this, tÍ1nes of temptation, discouragement, and 
scruple, when our spiritual guides would wisely pro- 
hibit our doing so. But on the whole must it not be 
a necessary part of every good man's religious occnpa- 
tions? If our great ohject is to save our souls, if our 
faults are the sole ilnpediInents to this, if nloreover thcJ' 
are subtle, false-spoken, apt to disguise themselves, 
expert at putting on the selnblance of good, if further- 
l110re they come to life again when they have been 
killed, and that by the most cleyer and unexpected 
resurrections, and that they have such vitality that some 
of thenl, certain forms of selfwill to wit, can never be 
put to death even by the saints,-if an these ifs are 
true, we shall surely be in bad case if the nlature con- 
siJeration of our faults is not one of the steaùiest and 
nlost consistent businesses which we transact in the 
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spIL'itual life. TIut is it n8.
 the fashion-for it appears 
that now-a-days we nlay save our souig fashionably 
or the reverse-to tall;: as if everybody was scrupulous, 
sensjHve 01 conscience, delicately self-suspicious, ::llld 
distJ'essingly susceptible of divine inspiration,;, and 
therefore entitled to the utnlos
 lax lin1Ïts, which the 
01<1 theologians, wÜh 
l kind of edifying and grave ill- 
hunlonr, hardly consented to allow to souls l11is<.>rabIy 
diseased with an ex
ggergted scrupulosity? Thus 
l
di(':-;, who go to halls, theatres, gay wJtering-placcs, 
anù the like, who deny thelnsd \?cs. none of. the p81'sonal 
luxuries awl C01llfol'ts of t
18 nineteenth century, who 
find picty very J11urh 8<1li'
ezetl in {;he pressure of a 
LOlHlon scason, al1(l yet do !lot ycry ,vell see how to 
make l110re roon1 [oj' it,-thcse forsooth are to be sup- 
posed to be so l11any incipient Ger
rudes or Teresas! 
'Ye lllust not set th<'>lll to exan1Ïne their consciences too 
carpfully, becanse of the extrmllC sel1sitiYencs
 they 
exhibit to their own faults, nor to 1TIortify thclllseh-es, 
because of their already inordinate appetite for (lis- 
cOluforts and macerations. Their yoluntnry sor ial 
arrangements are the t.yranny of indispensable cir- 
cUlllstances, cbÍ1ning our tellder
st pity, and to be 
managed like the work ofaX[nier 01' :1 Yineent 
of Paul, whic-h hal'LUy 10ft those saints tin1e to 
pray! Their sheer wodLlliness .is to he rcgÐrtlell as 
an interior trial, with 
ll 1l1
nner of elowly grancl 
thing8 to be &ai<1 ghou
 it! They lnust avoid all 
uneasine&s; for such grea
 graces i
S theirs can only 
grow in calmness and trawluilliby! It i
 lucky we 
lnay stilll11Llke a poor t1rnnken Irisluuan nneasy; for 
tlUl<3 we have a ch1,nce oL' saving S0J11e souls a
 least, 
though of a truth not these London souls. There were 
01<1 saints in the middle ages, that St. Dernard for 
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example, surnamed the l\Iellifluous, he of the honied 
tongue, who, if he had in a leisurely way contemplated 
some of these moderns on their path to perfêction, 
,vould haye given them a taste of his honey after this 
fashion :-Sir or l\Iadam, strain every nerve to keep out 
of hell, which nlethinks you will not do in this InanneI'; 
anù do use your common sense for a n10nlent to re- 
mem bel' that you are dealing with God, who is not 
" l11od:ecl"! A speech, apostolic, ana perhaps brutal, 
which would cause fainting fits, followed by a nlost 
reasonable disgust, and be generally condemned in the 
present day. The fidget is, whether, after all, our 
n10c1ern way is the right way; for if the roaù should 
end, and heaven's gate be found not to be at the end, 
the condition of these sensitive susceptible souls, which 
have required so n1uch smoothing and calming, would 
be undeniably awkward, and, it is to be feared, help- 
less. 
Once III ore : there is hardly a man or ,yoman in the 
world, who has not got some corner of self into which 
he or she fear to venture with a light. The reasons 
for this may be various, as various as the ind
Tid ual 
souls. 
 cvertheless, in spite of the variety of reasons, 
the fact is uniyersal. }'or the most part we hardly 
know our own reasons. I t is an instinct, one of the 
quick instincts of corrupt nature. 'Ye prophccy to 
ourseh"cs that, if we penetrate into that corner of self, 
sonlething will have to be done which either our lazi- 
ness or our inul10rtification would shrink froll1 doing. 
If we enter that sanctuary, some charm of easy devo- 
tion or smooth liying will be broken. 'Ye shall finel 
ourselves face to face with something unpleasant, sonle- 
thing which will perhaps constrain us to all the trouble 
and annoyance of a cOluplete int,erior reyolution, or else 
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leave us very uncOlllfortable in conscience. "
 e may 
perhaps be conln1Ïttec1 to sOlnething higher than our 
present way of life, and that is out of the question. 
Religion is yoke enough as it is. So we leave this 
corner of self curtained off, locked up like a room in a 
house with disagreeable associations attached to it, 
unvisited like a lumber closet where we are conscious 
that disorJer and dirt are accumulating, which we have 
not just now the vigour to grapple with. But do we 
think that God cannot enter there, except hy our un- 
locking the door, or see anything ,vhen lIe is there, 
unless we hold IIinl a light? 
This is one branch of Christian simplicity, to be 
truthful and earnest and real with ourselves. The 
second is to be truthful and earnest and real váth 
others. Xow in order to attain to this, we must, first 
of all, act as little as may be with reference to the 
opinions of others. There is a great deal of self-will 
in the worlJ, but very little genuine independence of 
character. .L\ll inlitation of others is more or less an 
untruth. "r e are ourselves, and we nlust act as our- 
selves, and be like ourselves, and consistent with our- 
selves, and this is hardly what any of us ever are. 
'","ego about like weathercocks, ascertaining for 
ourselves and indicating to others the outlying quar- 
ters from w"hich the wind comes. 'Ve have no ascer- 
tained principles of our own. This leads us into 
endless petty untruthfulnesses. It 111akes us seem 
hypocrites when we are not so; because weakness 
is apt to look like hypocrisy. No one acts naturally, 
who imitates others; awl no one in the long run ig 
truthful to others who is not natural with others. .A. 
discernible self, even if it be an unsatisfactory se1f
 is 
a grand, genuine, vigorous, anù wholesOlue truth, wit
l 
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a 
trr.nge &nù gracious propensity to be ,-cry hUlllLle, 
as trnãhs Dlways are. 
In the second place, if we wish to be trntllful with 
oihels, we IHUSt avoid eX}Jhtining ::mù cOllTiUcnl:Ïllg on 
OUI own actions in conversation. For, either ,ve nlust 
nl
ke our convers3.tion like a r0gular confcssion, or we 
mus
 convey an untrue iùeß of ourselves. Let ns c:::.ke 
one inðtance. '''"hat is nlore COlllmon for us co &ay 
than, "I assure you I diù such r.nù su('h ë1, 1l1ing 
entirely hecause so and &0." K ovr we know very 
well that never since we "ere born, hayc ""e eycr 
done anyone single action enf'irely .for anyone single 
motive. So that here, quite unconsciously, we 111:1Y 
be laying clainl to a very l1Ïgh anc1 rare grace, (;0 wl1ich 
only a few even of the canonized sainí:s have aLtaineJ. 
A ll1an hanlly ever COlnlllcnts on his own action8 or ex- 
plains his own lllOtivcs without being false. The mere 
onIÏssion of his bad makes Hle enunciation oi
 his good nn 
untruth. He puts himself into ß position lì'onl which 
it is scarcely possible for him to extrie,lte hÏ1nseH' with- 
out dm))age to his genuineness nnd simplicity. Yet 
110 one called hÏ1u into that po&ition. I
 is only once 
in 3 lhoubr.ncl tÏIne:;, at least in the C0111mon añair8 of 
life, that 
, man is called upon to conlment on hÏInself. 
KoùoJy wants his conlment. People care much less 
for 11Ïnl either way than he likes to &urpose. In truth 
it is egregious vanitJ", pon1pous sclf-Ï1n}Jortance, the itch 
of self-defence, the identifying of personal feeling with the 
glory of God, or some other sinÜlar absurdity of human 
litHeness, which leads him into it. Avoi,-l therefore all 
sue 11 C01nnlents and explanations. Least said soonest 
rnend
xl is neyer more true than in conversations which 
turn on self. "ny is it thnt reseryeù men are so 
:peculit:rly given to self-defence? TIcc::msc close men 
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aTe hardly ever sin1ple tnen, and self-defence or self- 
comrnentation are growths inseparable frOln Un'31111- 
plicity. 
Indeed, in the third place, we ought to make self as 
little as pogsible the subject of conversation, even in 
the le3s dan
erous form of straightforward narration. 
Falsehood comes of ib somehow, anll the sense of 
h3.ving forfeite(l gr3,ce, and gone down in Ollr own 
estiination ag well as that of others, and, ,vhich is more 
serious, of having grieved the Holy Ghost. This is so 
undeniably everybody's experience, th:1t it need not 
be dwelt upon. 
In the fourth place, in order to be tl'lIthful with 
others, we should avoid having secrets, an(l still 1110re 
avoid bee-oming the depository of the secrets of others. 
1\" 0 body will eyer be persuaded of this as long as the 
world lasts. Ilowever, truth has to be said, even when 
the saying of it is too plainly useless. Secrets are 
nearly the ll103t n1i
chicvous things in the world, an I 
almost the lllost unnecessary. .A.. secret 0 nee set upon 
its course through the world gathers venial bin to itself, 
as the rolling snowball takes up SIlO.W. flow few 
thing'3 are there which really need be secrets! Ho,v 
much fewer which, being secrets, need be confidea to 
others! Unles':I clear duty is there to sanctify it, he 
who confiùes n qecret to another has laid a 1Jurden on 
him, led him into temptation, fettered his chillUike 
libert.y of spirit, and in1paired the presonce of God in 
his soul. This is a serious indictment. Bnt secrets 
are the garn1ent
, which of all others self-in1portanr.e 
most affects. To be told a secret is the delicatest of 
flatteries. The teller and listener both grow in their 
own esteem and in each other's. They become, like 
Pau-Puk-I{eewis, '
larger than the other beavers," 
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which is always a pleasant operation to ymn nature, 
though sometÏ1nes, as in Iliawatha, entailing. uncOJn- 
fortable consequences. But noW", look at your own 
past life, have not secrets, especially the secrets of 
others, nlade you petty, narrow, pusillanimous, con- 
ceited, untruthful, unsimple, and out of God's presence? 
Depend upon it, there is nothing in the world that will 
lllore effectually entangle you in llnreality than an 
unnecessary secret. Great- minded men have few 
secrets. 
'Ve must ren1ember also, that the want of truthful- 
ness with others reacts upon ourselves, in the way of 
blinding us with regara to our own motives and cha- 
racters. Those who deceive others always en<l in 
deceiving themseh'es. Thus we shall never be truth- 
ful with ourselves, unless we are also truthful with 
others. 
Thinlly, and lastly, simplicity requires that ".e 
should be truthful with God. It is almost startling 
to speak of such a thing, because of the horror of sup- 
posing an opposite line of conduct possible. Yet alas! 
it is not only Fossil-Ie. but conllllon. "T e know how 
Goel sees through and through us. 'Ye know how bare 
and odiously intelligible to Ilim are all the subterfuges 
of our deceit ::Ind n1Ïsery. 'Ye know how IIis eye rests 
upon us incessantly, and takes us all in, and searches 
us out, and as it .were burns us with Iris holy gaze. 
Iris perfections environ us with the nlost awful nearness, 
flooJing us with insupportable light. To Iris eye there 
is not only no concealnlcnt, there is not even a soften- 
in6 shade, or a distance to subJue the harshness anù 
veil the unworthiness. Yet, for all this, to be straight- 
forward with God is neither an easy nor common grace. 
o with what unutterable faith must we believe in 0 ur 
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own falsehood, when we can feel it to be anything 
like a shelter in the presence of the all-seeing God! 
"
e take liberties with Hinl, for "'
ant of a holy 
fear. In unprepared petitions, in sloyenly sacraments, 
in cursory self-examinations, in distracted Ineditations, 
in outward posture, in inward recollection, in the way 
in which we postpone IIim to other things, ,ve make 
free with His immense majesty. \Ye try to hide frolll 
TIim our want of filial confidence. \Ve know how 
stupid the attenlpt is. 'Ye are well aware that wo 
cannot hiJe frolll IIim; but we keep our know ledge 
within us, and will not let it come up to the surface in 
the shape of practice. \Ye are determined not to rea- 
lize His terrific greatness, His overwhehning sanctity, 
or His tingling nearness; and so in nUluerous little 
deceitful ways we do not treat Ifinl as the God in 
whom our understanding believes. It is a shocking 
thought, to be unreal with God; yet we all of us aro 
so to a most frightening extent. God help us! \Ye 
are living in a world of the most bewildering and C0111- 
plicated untruthfulness: but it is to be OlU' eternal joy 
to stanLl revealed in the blaze of unutterable Truth, 
and revel in our want of concealment for ever! 
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THE FOUXT AI
S OF SELF-DECEIT. 


'Ye have seen what Christian sim,plicity requires. 
Our next enquiry nlust be into the fountains of self- 
deceit. Th
y are four in nun1per, the rarity of reliable 
self-k!lowledge, self's power to deceive self, self letting 
itself be deceived by others, and self deceived by 
Satan. 
No wonder that reliable self-knowledge is rare, when 
so few take pains to acquire it. There are few even 
who honestly desire it. There are but few men in the 
world who desire painful things, however salutary they 
may be; and self-knowledge is both painful in the 
acquisition anù painful in the possession. It is incredi- 
ble how little hone
ty there is aITIong religious people 
in religious nlatters. l\1any are earnest in their desires 
to escape hell, but very few to grow ill grace or to 
please God. Perhaps a n1an in the course of a life of 
fifty years may 11lCCt three people who make God their 
first object, and he will be lucky to 111eet three. Yat 
ahnost everyone claims to be preferring God before aU 
things. ,Yh::tt a 111aSS of unwholesOllle delusion then 
n1ust the religious world be! It is. A supernatural 
formalism outside with natural principles of action inside, 
and a thoroughly natural system, or rather quackery, of 
spiritual direction to keep things conlfortable ana 
resp8ctable,-alas! it were devoutly to bo wished that 
this definition embracell less than it does. 
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IIow ycry little do eyen goo,l persons know th21n- 
sely
s! l\Iuch of wh
t thoy think i
 the work of gra('0 
about thenl is sirnply the provi,lclltial accident or their 
circmnst::mces. .A Illan has ß very right horror of 
worldliness, for eXal 1 lple, nwl he thinks, perhaps even 
thanks God, that he has no tenùencie
 that way. l\Iuch 
evil he has, antI i!S conscious of having, lmt not this. 
His circumstances of life change. lIe becomes rich, or 
gets into different society, or his health inlproves and he 
can do what awhile ago he could not do; and behold! 
he finds hinlself wor1tUy, not growing worldly by a 
process and unùer temptation, but worldly without any 
change at all, with a ready-made 'worldliness, whicll he 
has had in his heart all the while. A luan cannot be 
angry in a fai nting fHi: so this man's worl\.lliness could 
not develope itself in his old circU1nstances. It was 
there nevcri.
heless. Hundreds of people are thOJ."oughly 
,vorl,Uy, worlùly to the hackbone, wha Ratter themselves 
they have no taste for the worlll at ..-Jl. The f
ct is ,ve 
know 80 little of ourselves, and 01 the abl10st IJloxhaus- 
tiLle possibilities of evil which we h:1\"e got shut up 
within our sonls. Is not life at every turn n1(
king 
unpleasant revelations of self? But they are revela- 
tions, P flcl that i8 notewm'thy. Yet ,v'hat sort of wisdom 
is it :for 
 man to f:, "hun these revelations, bceause they 
disquiet hinl, when it wiU 80 concern hiln in the L1ay of 
judg1nent to have known them? .A spiritual life, with- 
out a very la.rge allowance of di,,;qnietnc1e in it, is no 
S I 11I.itual life at all. It is hut a fiatterillCf snlwrstition 
o .L 
of self-love. But :fnney a spiritu:1l system which is to 
make everybody at case and comfortable, and t
kes the 
banishment of the uncomfortahle as its grand prill('iple ! 
It would be laughable, indeed intrinsically it is laugha- 
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bIe; only we cannot laugh because it is such a terribly 
serious thing for a soul to go wrong in its dOOln. 
K ow it is of the last iUlportance to obsel've, "that with 
gooÜ persons the stronghold of worldliness is in this 
absence of reliable self-knowledge. They ha,.e right 
yiews about worldliness, and their hearts also are in a 
great nleasure right about the matter. They do not 
wish to be worldly, if they could help it. They nlay 
not be prepared to go such lengths in the direction of 
self-sacrifice as l11Ïght be well. K evertheless they are 
prepared to go some lengths, and that is well. Yet 
they are worldly, or they becOll1e worldly, frOln the 
.want of self-knowledge. As to the fact, that can hardly 
be a question. Is it not the standing scandal of the 
'world,-that strange medley of worldliness and devotion 
which is so COllInon among professedly pious people.. 
that the 'world, which does not take a particularly 
accurate view of the m:1tter, pronounces it to be univer- 
sal? 1Ye have prayer and fine dress, alms and luxu- 
rious extrayagance, sacraments and love of eating and 
drinking, hun1Íìity and exclusiveness, spiritual confer- 
ences and the worship of great people, balls and conln1U- 
nions, benedictions anll private theatricals, works of 
111ercy and a scheming to push advantageous connec- 
tions, interior life and fine furniture,-all nlingled up in 
such close union and inextricable confusion, that we 
nlight lecture on the matter the whole year rounel, 
as the nineteenth-century improvenlent of oldfashioned 
spirituality 
 and yet I fear the censorious world would 
be too stupid to be convinced, that all this was apos- 
tolical, eyangelical, scriptural, after the 1110de of the 
saints, antI such like. ,rhether we are in fault for 
giving this scandal, or the world for taking it, is of no 
consequence here. A.s a nlatter of fact scanùal there is, 
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gh'en or taken. The reason of the fact is the want 
of reliable self-knowledge. 'V orldliness is an inlmense 
number of allowable details issuing in an unallowable 
end. This is partly from the accumulation, and partly 
fruln the hold the details have on our affections. 
Things, which are not wrong in thenlselves, become 
wrong when they stand between us and God, uns-peaka- 
bly wrong when they usurp God's place in our hearts. 
'Ye do not see the real lnalice of the separate COll1pO- 
nent parts of wOl'lilliness, because we do not really know 
ourselves, and are thus unable to estinlate the bad 
effects, or even the peculiar effects, which make this or 
that licit amusement become inex,pedient in our case, or 
a certain aInount of it downright poison. In the ana- 
lysis of worldliness, we have to do with questions of 
kind and questions of degree. Anything like a safe 
juùglnent in either of these two classes of questions is 
ÍIl1possible without self-knowledge. In a word, the 
secret power of worldliness is in our ignorance of our- 
sdves, not an unsuspecting ignorance, but an ignorance 
with a bad conscience, which we will not force to learn 
its crabbed lesson of self. All supernatural principles 
and all religious manliness are based on genuine, relia- 
ble self-knowledge. Give that conclusion leave to do 
its work in J
our soul, and you will see what a change it 
will bring about! 
The second fountaÌn of self-deceit is self directly de- 
ceiying self. There are many ways in which this unhappy 
end is compassed. Vanity is one of the most universal. 
'Ye all put an absurdly high price upon ourselves. 
The mercury alwa:rs stands too high in us, and indi- 
cates wrongly, unless grace holds it down by main force. 
Even when we have too lnuch sense to speak, we arc 
always inwardly cOllllllenting upon our own actions in a 
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nlost p:'rtial :manncr, and oft2n with a very ingenious 
and fnrfC'tchctl p;:1rtiality. '"r e cherish our own plans, 
until iiï is harrl to &ce how (+0.-1 can haye 
my "glory at 
all beyond -
he sphere of our own inflllenee, except in 
ot;lcr sphercs very far away. Bnt the spllCr2s which 
c
nfine on our own are :mist:1kf's, and ought ncycr to 
have bren there at dl. Our yocation is to absorb theIne 
This is our view. There is nothing too Cx.tl'aYDgant for 
the vanit.y o:f our self-loye. It doE's not know an exag- 
geration when it sees it. Like sOJne oriental lan- 
guages, its COJnlnonest expressions are hyperboles. \Ye 
shonld all nlake open fools of our5clves through 
yanity, if it were not for three things. First of 211, 
many of us are saycd. by knowledge of the world, which 
always carries on [anious warfaJ.'c agninst selr:s absur- 
dities. Secondly, mnny are rescued fron1 exposing 
themselves, because they have a turn for hUl110Ur and a 
keen sense of the ri(licnlous. 'fhir(Uy, grace sayes 
SOH1C, by teaching t
hem to put clown wi thin themselves 
those Inordinate rising
 of self-in1portal1ce, which woulJ 
else expose then1 to the conten1pt of others, though it is 
not for that reason they nre to put them down. An 
nonest hunlorous sense of ridicule is H great help to holi- 
ness. Perhaps nature ùoes not contribute a greatcr help 
to gri:1Ce than th:s. 
Thcn
 Dgain, we deceiV'c ourselves hy dwelling on self; 
for self by a law of its own nature must needs see itself 
erL'oneou
ly. The mother can see no imperfection in 
the habe 
he is fondling. In her eyel5 the most hideous 
little creature is charming. But self nursing 
elf,- 
the fondest 1110thcrs are no match for it in tIlls respect. 
Brooding on self is a sort of spiritual opitun-eating. 
Nothing but phantasnls can conle of it. It is through 
this Lrooding on self that we arrive at another way of 
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deceiving ourselves; an1 that is by confusing, almost 
without seeing it, feelings with facts, and desires with 
practices. In other words self-love knows how to blend 
most skilfully its ideal with its realization of its ideal, 
so that not only shall nobody else know what is theory 
and what is practice, but even self shall not be able, at 
least with anything like assurance, to discern between 
the two. l\Iultitudes of souls live through life in a bright 
haze of this kind, and only get into the clear light as 
they land on the other side of the grave. 
'Ye deceive ourselves also by palliating what is 
ncknowledgedly wrong. There is almost always a run- 
ning comn1entaryof secret self-excuse passing through 
our minds. 'Ye admit certain actions, or more fre- 
quently certain omissions, to be wrong. But we con- 
sider that there is something quite peculiar in our cir- 
cumstances, which makes them less wrong in us than 
they would be in others. Sometimes it is our tempera- 
ment, sOllletimes our health, sometimes our position, 
sonletimes the provocation we have received. Son1e- 
times we pardon ourselves with the very gentlest of 
reprin1ands, because we feel that the good points of 
our character are on the other side of us, as it were, 
and that this particular failing has the misfortune to 
light upon the barren or the weak side of us ;-and whose 
character is either complete and equable? So we Dl11St 
think of our opposite good points, by way of comfort 
and con1pensation. This method of self-deceit is akin 
to the practice of putting off the time for a closer ac- 
quaintance with our own motives. At present we have 
a great deal to do; and it is always indiscreet in the 
spiritual life to take upon ourselves Dlore than we can 
accomplish. 'Y c have manifest faults enough to fight 
against, so we will adjourn the day for a 11101'e thorough 
" 
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S0.ll'ch into self. It is as if we said, that we have so 
much writing to do we have really no tinle to go out to 
buy paper or ink. The re
m1t of all these various forms of 
self-deceit is spiritual blindness, a blindness which always 
has the additional misfortune of thinking that it sees. 
The third fountain of self...deceit is self letting itself 
be deceived by other things or persons, by things or 
persons external to itself. It is not always easy to 
distinguish this process fronl self deceiving self; but 
there is a difference. 'Yhen we lay ourselves out fOl- 
praise, or eyen very obviously acquiesce in it, we are 
letting ourselves be deceived by others, often without 
any fault of theirs. 'Ye do not plead guilty to half the 
amount of love of praise which we have in us. It is 
quite preposterous even in the hUlllblest of us. 'Ye live 
lives of prayer and sacraments, and yet are all the while 
itching for praise. 'Yho ever saw anyone that was 
not? The gravest, sleekest, tnost pompous of men, 
smooth themselves down and unbend themselves in 
glossy patronizing benevolence under the siren breath of 
praise, like the swell of a summer sea when the gentle 
south-wind blows. Cold nlen thaw with an amusina 
o 
reluctant eagerness under the same operation, and dig- 
nity descenùs even to playfulness under the resistless 
attractions of praise. Silent men however are the grand 
lovers of praise. 
'hey are ruminating creatures; self 
is the cud they chew, and, strange to say, they do not 
find it bitter. Like thirsty caDIels in the desert who 
suck up the nludc1iest water with relish, so we with 
praise are aln10st regardless of its quality. No matter 
how absurd, how unnlerited, how exaggerated, or from 
what fell1inine or childish incapacity of just apprecíation 
it lllay spring, wise and grave men among us drink it 
down. 'Ye set a value upon it and attach an lll1port- 



THE FOU'KTÄ.IXS OF SELF-DECEIT. 175 


n ce to it and feed on its scraps, in a nlanner which 
ouaht to make us thorouO"hl y ashamed of ourseh
es. All 
ö 0 
we require is that certain rules of good taste shoulll be 
observed by those who administer this sweet spoon-meat 
to us grown-up babies. But these rules vary with 
national character. An Irishman must be praised dif- 
ferently frOln an Englishman, and an American and a 
Frenchlnan differently fronl both, and fronl each other. 
But praised we must all be, or we shall sulk. :\Ionkeys 
can look grave when they scratch each other. But then 
they are monkeys. "7 e are men, gifted with reason: 
how is it we do not smile at an operation which is really 
so absurd? Because we do not know ourselves. '\"\110- 
ever knew an en1inent loyer of praise, who did not 
imagine he was peculiarly above public opinion? Or 
w'hoever knew a man that boasted of his independence 
of the judgments of others, who was not selTile, and 
base, and touchy, and fawning, and deceitful, and vain? 
.AJter all, we are monkeys, and we only grow into men 
by knowing that we are not men yet. 
'Ve compel others to deceive us by the way in which 
we . talk to them about ourselves. This especially 
applies to religious conversation, Bud to all talk about 
our own characters and peculiarities. K ow here we 
haye an alternative. Either we ought to keep our 
inward life l11uch more secret than we do, or we ought 
to let it be nluch l110re unreservedly known. The 
n1iddle course is practically to tell lies. The right 
thing is not to talk about self at all. All self-talk is 
wretched and mean. Yet it wouIa be difficult to nanle 
a practice of Christian perfection harder than the avoid- 
ing of it. If we have eyer made a real effort to hold 
our tongues about oursch-es for any considerable length 
of tÍllle, we have found out that there may be SOllIe 
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things which look eas)'", and Jet are next door to inl- 
possibilities. Nevertheless, if we will talk of self, we 
ought to say l1ulCh nlO1'e than we do. If we. tell peo- 
ple how our hearts warIn with love of God, we ought 
also to tell them how those same hearts are cheereù by 
having nice things to eat and drink. If we lua1;:e known 
our practices of prayer, we ought also to make known 
our attachment to handsome furniture and becOIning 
dress. If we say how much tiule and money go to 
visiting ant! relieving the poor, we ought also to say 
how selfish and inconsiderate we are tow3:rds onr ser- 
vants, in the matter of their health, cOlufort, temper, 
sensibilities, and the like. If we publish our good siùe, 
,ve ought also to publish our "0ad side; else we are 
practically telling an untruth, making people believe 
that we are far 1110re noble-mindell than ,ve really are, 
and so causing them by praise, respect, and admiration, 
to react upon ourselves in the shape of self-deceit. 
....1\..las! the idolatry of domestic affections is another 
'way in which we let ourselves be deceived by others. 
Everybody is thought so good in his own f9nÚly. l\Ien 
must "0e notably bad to have the honours of this house- 
hold canonization withheld from them. It is like lh-ing 
in air drugged with luscious incense. Conscience is 
half stifled in it. This is a chief delight of home 
to our poor conceited nature. It is one of the first 
principles of the spiritual life that each nlan should be 
in his own sight \vhat he is in the sight of God, and 
nothing more. Yet there are few women, anù fewer 
nlen, who are not in their own sight what they are in 
the sight of their fan1Ïly. It is 1110reOyer to be feared 
that God's point of view anù the fa.mily point of view 
are very far from identical in most cases. ,Ye fall into 
a sort of happy optimism in our fan1Ïlies, which is 111ar- 
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yellously unsuspicious of its own absurdity. 'Ye laugh 
at tOInbstones, and there is reason for it. They tcll 
queer tales sOl1letimes. Y èt, after all, it is only the 
simpleheartedness of sorrow which thus pronlulgcs to 
a critical worlJ what is really the juc1g1nent of all 
fan1Ïlies upon their lllenlbers. But, when ,ve leave 
the home circle, which praise, exaggeration, blindness, 
and caress keep so warm anJ nest-like for us, what can 
the presence of God feel like, but a cold cutting east- 
,vind against which no furs and ,vrappers are adequate 
protection? Oh how many saints are spoiled, how 
lnany souls unmanned, how many high things brought 
low, by the sweet effen1Ïnacies and ing8nious adulations 
of dOlllestic adn1Ïration and family worship! Reality 
has no worse enClny than this sweetest and lnost en- 
ticing of deceits. No wonder the saints have always 
treated as unparJonable what looks to us the most 
pardonable of all delusions, because it is the nlost 
amiable,-the graceful blandishlnents and soothing 
flatteries of home. 
Spiritual books are outward things, and they also 
can nlake us unreal. No soul spins a grosser web of 
self-deceit around itself, than the one that habitually 
reads spiritual books above its spiritual condition, or 
in any other way unfitted for its existing circul1lstances. 
Conlll1on states of prayer look unCOlnmon to the man 
who is always reading books of 111ystical theology. 
Converts particularly are always mistaking conlmon 
graces for uncommon ones. Indeed mystical theology 
can be made into a shanl more easily than most things 
that are real. If we are for eyer reading of pure and 
disinterested love of God, we soon conle to think that 
our loye for I-Iim is such as we read of. Ileroic 
thoughts are infectious, and ,,-e soon swell with them. 


I
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But they will not do duty for heroic deeds. They only 
give an air of sentinlentality to our "religion,. when we 
are not making any real effort to act upon them. 'Vhen 
a spiritual book does not nlortify us and keep us down, 
it is sure to puff us up and nlake us untruthful. Its 
doctrine gets into o
r head, and we commit follies. Jet 
luan, who finùs the popular commonplace spiritual 
books dull and unÏ1npressive, has great reason to suspect 
his religious state altogether ;-ancl of one thing he l11ay be 
quite confident, that his feeling of dulnC'ss in the comlnon 
books shows he is not up to the level of high books. 
Another way, in "\yhich we let ourselves be deceiyecl 
by others, is by seeking guidance where we expect least 
contradiction. How honest hearts can be so dishonest 
as they are, is a mystery which meets us at every turn 
in the spiritual life ; and here is one of the Inost glaring 
exanlples of it. The Church does not oblige us to have 
spiritual directors. It imposes nothing l110re upon us 
than sacrmnental confession. If we put ourselves under 
a ùirector, it is our o,vn act. 'Ve do it, in order to 
gain some spiritual advantage by it. 'Vho could believe 
that anyone would go and entangle himself in a whole 
system of insincerity, and allow hilnself to be ahnost 
irrevocably lost in the bogs and fens of self-deceit, 
knowing all the while, as he must know, that his inten- 
tions are not godly, anJ his motives not of the right 
sort ? Yet so it is. )Ien seek spiritual direction, partly 
that they may be dcceiveù, and partly lest they should 
be awakened frOlll their self-deceit. They look around. 
They fix upon the least independent judgnlent, or the 
least vigorous judgluent, they can discern; and to that 
judgnlcnt they assign their spiritual dircction. 'Yhat 
they want is a ghostly father who will let them alone, 
,yho will hardly evcr take the initiative, whose direc- 
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tion will confine itself to words, whose direction will 
be sinlply pas
iYe, whose yoke will be of outward 
observances rather than of inward strictness, who will 
caution rather than rouse, and hold theln back rather 
than spur thenl forward. Yet is there any Dlan, who 
has had anJthing whatever to do with souls, who was 
ever lucky enough to find one soul in a thousand which 
needed holding back? Now if the Church cornpelled 
us to have a spiritual director, it is quite intelligible 
that our clever corruption should seek for SOlne venera- 
ble King Log, and set hinl over itself; but, as the whole 
thing is voluntary, is it not anlazing we should take so 
luuch trouble for such very unsati::;factory results? 
But, let us suppose our spiritual director chosen, 
how do we behave to him? Do we give hinl anything 
like fair play? I ought rather to say, Do ,ve give our 
own poor souls anything like fair play with hÜn ? Can 
we ever renlelnber having put one single question to 
him with perfect honesty and thorough straightfonvarc1- 
ness? IIave we not always shaped it, and worJeJ it, 
and emphasized it, for some ulterior end? IIave we 
not half nlade up our own minds on most subjects, 
before we have consulted our guide, and has not our 
aiul rather been to elicit such a verdict as we wish, 
than to know his cahn and dispassionate and unin- 
fluenced juc1gnlcnt? All this is wild work: God being 
considered, and the soul, and eternal possibilities! In 
thcse days of railway frauds, we are always hearing of 
accounts being" cooked." X ow I have no very clear idea 
of how to " cook" accounts, ana should hardly know how 
to set about it, fl'Oln want of experience in accounts 
altogether: but I greatly suspect that what we do with 
our statelnents to our spiritual directors is to "cook" thcm. 

hn I bitter and sarcastic? If so, I assure you it 
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Ï3 with much love, ana the most e
rnest of intentions. 
I feel as if I wanted to do JOu SOl11e gooLl, and could 
not get at you, a
 if there were a wàving véil of cob- 
'\
ebs between your souls and lilY hanJ, and when I 
strike it, it yidds, and waves about, and gets into my 
own eyes, and there is no tearing it. This is vexatious; 
and I do not know how far to be serious, lest, being 
serious, I should beconle angry also. So bear with 
nlY foolishness. See if I do not say some sensible 
things in the course of it, which, if I had said gravely, 
would have been less s
nsible. I would give anything 
to do with you what I want. It would bring you a 
little nearer God. Do not be annoyed with my frivo- 
lous way of doing it. Yet perhaps you had better be 
a little angry. I am sure to be able to make you 
think, if I can put you moderately out of tenlper. You 
are out of temper now, because of what I have sail! 
of your intercourse with your directors. It is a sore 
subject. It is the soreness which has 11laJe you angry. 
But you know very well, that your spiritual direction 
is little better than a farce, and that it is so, because 
of your own ungenuineness with your directors. i\Iost 
of you had better have no directors, than direct your 
directors so adroitly as you do. 
FrOlu spiritual directors I pass to the devil. Per- 
haps an abrupt transition: but not so, when you come 
to think of it. For when self-deceit conles to feed upon 
spiritual dainties, the evil one can never be very far 
off. This brings me to my next ùivision, self de ceivcd 
by S:1tan. It would require a separate dissertation 
to divide the blaIne, according to justice anJ equity, 
between self and Satan: so that part of the que);tion 
shall go untouchcd. S3>tan deceiycs us in n1any ways, 
too many ,-rays for us _to enumerate now. Ile decei,-es 
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us by instigating good men to over-praise us. These 
good men do it out of the abundance of their natural 
kindness, or on the compulsion of their charity, or from 
t'w self-vilification of their own hun1ility. Ilow little 
they susP8ct what they are doing! Praise people as 
little as you can consistently with kinùness; for you 
never run a greater risk of doing the devil"s work for 
him, than when you praise people. Nevertheless you 
Il1Ust praise others SOll1etimes. 'lve cannot go on with- 
out it. Vanity is as universal a law of the mental and 
1110ral worlels, as gravitation is of the material. \Ve 
shall all of us expire of inanition, if we are not praised. 
It is one of the gases necessary to action: some of it we 
must have, the less the better. 
Satan has also another power, of a n1uch more seri- 
ous kind. He can raise strange n1ists within our souls, 
disturbing and discolouring self. How he does- it, I do 
not know; but of the fact there is no doubt. I greatly 
suspect he could not do it, if we did not play into his 
hands in SOJile ,yay, and furnish hinl with the mate- 
rials. The consequences, however, of this mist are 
terrific. Distances are confused, shapes swollen, light 
darkened, darkness lightened, what ought to be hidden 
shown, what ought to be shown hidden; a cOlllplete 
fat'1 n1organa! Disagreeable subject! you all know it 
well enough. I must either say a great deal about it, 
or very little. So, as I have not the heart to sny 
lnuch, I shall now say no nlore. 
Another of his wiles is to fill us with indiscreet 2nd 
unseasonable aspirations: indiscreet, because they are 
out of all proportion to our grace, and unseasonable, 
because they are especially unbefitting our present con- 
dition. Strange to say! there is something congenial 
between grace and nature. Hence it is that certain 
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fornls of holiness conle ahnost natural to a nlan, suit 
his disposition, elicit tbe excellences of his individual 
character, an
l transfonu his nature rather' than sup- 
plant it. Then again there are other forms of holiness, 
.which in particular souls seem to have occult affinities 
'with evil. ,Yith theln they are akin to tenlptations. 
They leave the weak places in the soul unguarded, and 
develope what rather requires subduing. They are not 
Iueant for those souls., but for others. K ow all GoJ's 
'work everywhere is a ,york of order; anù therefore the 
denl finds his account in disturbing this order; and in 
the spiritual life, he cannot nlOre effectually acconlplish 
this than by filling devout people with indiscreet and 
unseasonable aspirations. 
A luischief, which is confined to ourselves, is a very 
great nlischief. But it is not half so bad as a mischief 
,,
hich compromises us ,vith others. This last tends to 
the irremediable. :K othing is positively irremediable out 
of hell. The worst e,.il never gets beyond the tendency 
to be so. But this tendency is bad enough. N ow see 
how the devil draws us on beyond mere aspirations. 
lIe entangles us in unsuitable good works. \Vhy, 
one nlight ahnost prefer a sin to this. Obser,-e the 
almost, if you please. There is nothing like an nn- 
Buitable good work for keeping us back froln GOll. It 
enlists against IIim all that is be
t and least selfish in 
OU1
 nature. Set an active soul to contemplate, and one 
of two results will follow, hypochondria or worl<.Uiness. 
Inlmcrse a contemplative soul in business, and you will 
haye either nlelancholy or delusion. Bend a person to 
luuch lnental prayer, when they ought to be spinning 
at home, or bustling about in the garrets of the poor, 
and you will produce a self-righteous, inflated, stupe- 
fied simlùation of interior holiness, which would ruffle 
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the good humour of an angel. Keep a soul in hospi- 
tals or on ladies' COlnnlittees, which ought to be alone 
,vith God, and although the evil you do by it will be 
less than in the forIller case, you will frustrate the soul's 
vocation, risk its salvation, and indirectly spoil a good 
many plans of charitable beneficence. 
Last of all, our spiritual enemy is always enticing us 
to speel1. This is the fatallest of fatal things. .Are 
there any of you, who once were different from what you 
are now? Are there any who mourn over a delicacy 
of conscience which has grown callous and hard, over 
the cold ash-strewn hearth where the flames of divine 
love once burned but are now extinct, over a nearness of 
God which has gone back like an ebb tide down the 
s:1nds, over a hundred gt'eat graces once within reach. 
but now mere ,vords never to have realities? If it is 
so, has it not for the most part been speed which has 
done all the mischief? There are few saints lllore 
rðmarkable in the history of spiritual theology than St. 
:Francis of Sales. lIe is a kind of French Revolution 
in spirituality. It is hard to see ,vhere he got all his 
traditions from. 
1any, we know, were frOIll St. Philip. 
But the connection between modern society and his 
moùest innoyations is very striking. 'Ve seenl to see 
exactly for what ends he was raised up, and of what 
he was the apostle. There is an orioinalit y about 
ü 
him, as an ascetical writer, which ought to be well 
,veighed. But could we select anyone thing he was 
sent to teach us, which is nlore reillarkable, than the 
duty and the wisdOIn of slowness? l-Ie teaches as one 
from God, seldOln giving reasons for what he teaches, 
and when he does give theIn, somehow the reasons have 
nothing like the divine cogency of his axiOIns. Fenelon.s 
letters are St. Francis of Sales reasoned out, the bishop 
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of Gencya with the met:lphysics put into him, and 
perhaps son1cthing of the saint left out. To be slow, 
this is what St. Francis and Fenelon teach, and 
what you must learn. There are endless reasons for it. 
I will only mention the one which connects the duty 
'with the a,yoidance of self-deceit. I t is this: speed, 
in spiritual matters, is a1 ways followeel by darkness. 
The po\yer of the kingclOlu of sin rests simply in .self- 
deceit. '1'he picture, :rou think, is gloomy. I grant it. 
Yet not disheartening. It is the 01(1 story. You will 
not serve God out of love, and then you abuse preachers 
for unsettling you. You want unsettling. I wish I 
could unsettle you. I wish you had the grace to be 
unsettled. Digging does good. It loosens roots, arid 
lets in sun and rain. 'Vhat can be more vexatious than 
an obstinate shrub which will not grow? It always 
ren1ÏllJs me of souls,-so stiff, and concentrated, and 
dull, and pert, and self-satisfied in its yellow primness. 
.A. siluple childlike love of Jesus always goes safely 
through these dangers of self-deceit, aln10st without 
bÚng aware of their existence. There is sOlnething in- 
tensely sickly about the spiritual life. It is nothing but 
unbandaging, ex.ml1inillg sores, bandaging thenl up 
again, smelling-salts, roOlUS with blinds down, amI I 
know not what dishonourable invalidisn1s and tottering 
convalescences. It seems to me no slight temptation to 
loye God with a headlong love, in order that one's soul 
may not be sickened with these degrading symptoms or 
valetudinarian sensations of the spiritual life, but live a 
robust, out-of-doors kind of religious existence. Yet 
1nany people like to be ill, specially to be ill in n1Ìnd. 
It shows how little the thought of God is in theIn; 
for that thought, grave, kindly, sober, earnest, is an 
inexorable exorcisn1 of all sickliness. 
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III. 


THE VAnI
TIES OF ::sELF-DECEIT. 


If the varieties of grace are numberless, the varieties 
of self-deceit are well nigh able to nlatch them. \Ye 
shall get a step further into our disagreeable subject by 
glancing at son1e of these varieties, selecting those which 
we meet with most commonly in daily life. There are 
in fact seven species, which we may name the funda- 
nlental self-deceits, as one or other of them seems 
to lie at the bottonl of every possible modification of 
delusion. 
There is, first of all, the self-deceit which takes no 
advice. Everyone knows that the delusions of the 
spiritual life are so amazing as to be incredible. A man 
neglects the duties which God has given him to do, and 
spends all his day in church, and yet imagines hÏIl1self a 
special favourite of God. Eyen n10nks and nuns can nlis- 
take singularity for perfection. There is a false modesty, 
and a false humility, a deluded penance and a deluded 
prayer. Delusion is everywhere, and yet to us looking on, 
it is unaccountable how the victim does not at once see 
through the delusion. Now, in a great number of cases, 
all these worlds of delusion are created by the self-deceit 
which takes no advice. Taciturnity has its good points. 
'Yho can doubt it? Silence is more often expedient 
than speech in a world so extremely foolish as ours is. 
Then there are some dispositions, which are not at all 
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tempted to talk, but tenlptcd-for it is .3 yeritable tel11p- 
tation-to hold their tonO'ues. These are lllen who, 
o 
unlike SolOlllon, haye never happen ell on a right tinle to 
speak. So they lnake plans, either with no counsellors 
but thenlselves, or with only such as they know to be 
at best but selves at second hand. Their plans grow 
into them, and length of titue is mist3-ken for maturity 
of ddiberatiol1. 
rhese plans twinkle ancl oscillate 
through their prayers, anù so at least seem to have the 
light of a quasi-divine sanction upon thenl; and with 
all conc
ivable respectability, and without one external 
adillonitory sYlnptolll of self-seeking, these men have at 
last COlne to n1Ïstake self-opinionatcdness for judicious 
reserve, through the self-deceit which takes no advice. 
This forIll of self-deceit tends very rapiJly to becoillc 
incurable; and ,vhen it has once taken holù of a man, 
he can only be roused up by a rare nliracle of grace, and 
1l10st often is not roused up at all. 
Then there is a self-deceit, which is always taking 
advice, anJ, what is perhaps worse, always taking it of 
eyerybody. This vice belongs to Dlen who have as 
m::tny director.3 as a king has privy counsellors, men 
,dlOse w0akness of character is such that they publish 
their plans in confidence to everyone they nleet, anù 
have to end, as it were, of sheer necessity, by taking no 
aLlvice at all, because the persuasions on the right hand 
are so completely nentralizecl by the dissuasions on the 
left hand, that the nlan's Inincl becOllles almost a blank. 
These are the nlCn, we see theln daily, who are always 
unùertaking things, and who neyer succeed in anything 
they undertake. Yet this universal confiJence rcposecl 
in all nlankind is not only consistent with the most 
mulish obstinacy, but is not unfi'cquently an actual 
developemcnt of it. Among Engli
h people obstinacy 
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and wcakness ahnost always go together. "no eYer 
saw a weak luan who was not obstinate, a weak man 
who was really docile, and did not find out at last that 
he was not an Englishman? This perpetual and incus- 
crÏ1ninate voracity of advice is also a fornl of self-irnpor- 
tance; and who ever knew a weak man of any nation 
who was not self-inlportant? nut when we regard this 
endlcss seeking of counsel as a delusion, as one of the 
varieties of self-deceit, we soon discover that no little 
dishoncsty mingles with its weakncss. .A. nlan, who is 
always asking advice, suspects hinlsclf of being in the 
wrong, even if he does 110t go further than suspicion. 
A real uneasiness of conscicnce lies at the bottOll1 of it 
all; and consequently, if he is not trying to make him- 
self conlfortable in a state of things which he half knows 
ought to I1lake him uncomfortable, there is something 
more or less hopeful in his case, even in spite of the 
dishonesty. For, a grain or two less of dishonesty, and 
the suspicion might beconle a salutary self-distrust. 
Yet in order that this process lnay take place, it is 
necessary that he should hold his tongue. TIut here 
is the difficulty. For the more he talks and asks and 
comnltu1Ïcatcs, the lnore the dishonesty grows. lIe is 
throwing dust in his own eyes at every word. The 
1I1Ore obstinate he grows, the 1110re eloquently is he 
persuading hitl1sclf of his own docility. Every addi- 
tional counsellor makes hinl less able to discern the 
truth. Every step he takes brings hÜn nearer to the 
doing of his own 'will. Sonle men are snares to others; 
this man is a snare to himself. .A..t last conlplete con- 
fusion ensues, anù the total eclipse of self-ignorance, 
and the chaos of entanglecl yacillation. The lnan's life 
lnay now be pronounced a decided failure, as a life; but 
his salyation of course remains possible, anù if a n1an 
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sJ,ves his soul, we nlay be content to let him fail in all 
else. Besides, of what good to the world would any 
success have been which such a man could have by any 
possibility have achieved? 
Then we have for our third variety the cOlnplacent 
self-deceit. 'Yhere this exists, it seems born with a 
n1an. Nevertheless we need not despair of straightening 
eyen the twists we bring with us into the worlù, though 
it is a more difficult matter than straightening what out- 
ward circumstances, and even habitual sins, have bent. 
Some men have a strong faith in themselves, which no 
llmnber of n1Ïstakes or 111isfortuncs can shake. Expe- 
rience is unpersuasive to thetn. Practically speaking, 
their own infallibility is the fixed point of their compass. 
'Vhatevcr else l11oves, that cannot n10ve. 'Vhatever 
else is called in question, that must not be. There is 
always a quiet optimism about then1. It is quiet, 
because it cannot conceive the possibility of doubting 
itself. There is an external reason for every failure, 
which no foresight could have calculated, and against 
which no prudence could ll:1ve guarded. If what they 
have done was not sin1ply and absolutely the best thing, 
it was the best for the tin1e and place and circumstances. 
Indeed they consiùer themselves entitled to additional 
credit, precisely because they consented to waive the best 
thing, and hunlble themselves to circumstances with the 
,vise condescension of discretion. These are l11en with 
whonl all tokens are providential, and all interpositions 
lniraculous. They fail without knowing that they fail, 
because all things look so providential in their particular 
case. They see the governnlent of the whole worlel 
before then1 as in a panorama, of which they are the 
centre. Their affairs are God's final causes. Their 
piety takes the shape of inspirations, and what is 



THE V A..RIETIES OF SELF-DECEIT. 169 


natural about them has a ruinous tendency to extraya- 
sate into the supernatural. Their deyotion can neyer run 
long in a conlmon groove, nor indeed in anyone grooye 
at all. Their dreall1s m 7 en sOnletiules become 1l10tiyCS 
of action. lIenee they are wayward and changeable. 
They are not only receiving inspirations evcry n10lnellt, 
but even cross inspirations. But they take this very 
easily, almost as if it were a feature of divine guidance. 
They see no difficulty in the matter. "\Yhat is chango 
in others is no change to thmn. In truth they are so 
unchangeably changeable, that it is quite easy for thel11 
to believe thmnselyes consistent, systematic, and lovers 
of principle, 'vhen everyboL1y else thinks then1 not to 
be depended on in the conUllonest n1atter. Such men 
listen to adyice with all the composure of self-righteous- 
ness, 'with almost a pathetic appearance of patience, 
a.;; if they ,vere carrying a cross, an,l sharing in the 
]llortifications of tlw saints. For how improper to 
advise them! Their position, their name, their ante- 
cedents, all should have guaranteed then1 frOll1 the 
impertinent sinlplicity of advice; and the quarter from 
which the advice has conle is just the quarter from 
,vhich it ought not to have como. But they bear it 
with admirable lllcckncss, relllenlbering how hidden 
and unsuspected all goodness for the llI0St part is in this 
naughty world. Perhaps we lllay say of these men, 
,vithout offending charity, that ther are not yery likely 
candidatcs for the honours of canonization. Yet 
perhaps a gre3-t nUluber of them expect their lives will 
be written. 
But we have another form of self-deceit, which is 
censorious. There are 111en who are always so sure 
they are in the right, that they set thcll1seh'cs up as a 
standard by which to jw1gc other::;. So unlloubting is 
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their self-confidence, that they are not conscious they 
are ll1aking any uncomlnon claim to the confiden
e of 
others, vthen they thus put thenlselves forward as a 
standard. To abstain to do so would in their estilna- 
tion be an act of false hun1ility. As a man Jiv.es a 
man's life all the day long without particularJy adverting 
to the fact th3-t he is not an angel or a beast, but simply 
a Iuan, so these persons are juclging others all the day 
long, without adverting to it, as if they came into the 
,vorlll for the sole and express purpose of judging others, 
and the wonder would be if they did anything else. 
They would rather advert to the exception of not judg- 
ing, than to the continuity of censoriousness which 
makes up their life. But, while the complacent self- 
deceivers habitually reflect with pleasure on their own 
being in the right, the less amiable, though really nlore 
practical, censorious self-deceivers prefer to contemplate 
,vith satisfaction the fact that others are in the wrong. 
The latter therefore are less to be loved, while at the 
S3-ffie time there is much 1nore real work to be got out 
of theIne It is a
tonishing how accurate their unfa- 
yourable judgments of others are. It is as if practice 
conferred a skill upon uncharitableness, ,vhich gave it 
alnlost the unerringness of a science. Thus they nlake 
fewer mistakes than the cOlnplacent self-deceivers. For 
the world is really a very bad world, and most people 
are in the wrong; and there is a kind of reputation to 
be got by always prophecying disln:11 things, and a kind 
of influence to be obtained by frightening others with 
our sarcasm and detraction, and even a kind of success, 
'which to an unamiable n11n is better than none, in 
getting out of the way of a scrape into which others 
fall. .Few nlen, cycn mnong good men, aim at anything 
high in life, and a few crUll1bs of success are nourish- 
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mcnt enough to souls that can swallow a sea of flattery. 
These censorious men are generally cahn and tranquil, 
because of the unshaken placidity of their self-confi- 
dence. lIenee they have for the nlost part a great 
dislike of enthusiasm. It is contrary to the genius of 
the critical spirit to be enthusiastic. A nlan's heart 
gets cold if he docs not keep it warm by living in it; 
and a censorious man is one who ordinarily lives out 
of his own heart. In matters of religious detail these 
nlen have an instinctive aversion to liberty of spirit, 
and while they indulge thelnsel\"es to a dangerous 
anlount in liberty of practice, they are severe upon 
liberty of spirit in others. They are men 'who cannot 
easily understand what another man can inwardly be 
like who acts from love; and hence they think liberty 
of Apirit to be only an unblushing proclaIllation of that 
infrequency of prayer, perfunctoriness of exanlination 
of conscience, and tepidity of sorrow for sin, which they 
thenlselvcs keep secret as the realities of their own 
interior life. A rigorous theology is one of the cheapest 
modes of respectability; and he, who represents the 
road to heaven as hard to others, is InO;jt probably 
leading an easy life hilnself. A censorious nlan is either 
under the voluptuous dOlninion of self-indulgence, or 
the unworthy subjection of hmnan respect. Yet this is 
one of the comnlOnest fornls of seU-deceit. It i
 1110re- 
ö\"er hard to cure, because its heart is inaccessible. It 
seenlS almost to require the shock of a great sin, which, 
by shattering the lordly edifice of self-respect, lllay let 
in upon the soul the light of salutary shmne. 
Thero is a fifth variety of self-deceit, which is ambi- 
tious. Anlbition aims at a distant object, which can only 
be obtained slowly. Yet it is by no n1eans a patient 
quality. \Yhile it feeds patience pcrhaps n10re than 



192 


SELF-DECEIT. 


nllY other "ice does, it has by no means a fair share of it. 
It is a quick, impetuous, impatient passion, perp
tually 
overreaching itself in its calculations, and peculiarly 
liable to mistake the means for the end. This anlbitious 
self-deceit confounds single actions with formed habits; 
awl if by a lllore than COllllllon in1pulse of grace a nlan 
has b
en able in one instance to do something generous 
for God, this self-deceit l
ads hilll to suppose that he 
h2S already a
quireù a saintly habit, towards which this 
action has been the first step only. Contrary experi- 
ence irritatp.s rather than undeceives him. lIe grows 
petulant 'with Goel. lIe has adopted practices of devo- 
tion which are above the level of his attainnlents. He 
has yentured upon a fan1iliarity in prayer, which he 
conceivcd suited to his perfection, but which has been 
in his caSJ, however holy in itself, simply prejudicial 
to his reverence. lIe dares to speak complainingly to 
God. He would fain contenlplate, without the preyi- 
ous pains of assiduous llleditation. lIe would love 
suffering, but he has spared hitnself in the ID3tter of 
boàily nlortification. lIe "..auld serve God with a 
purely disinterested love, but he has never been half 
sorry enough for his sins. lIe passed through the 
earlier stages of the spiritual life at a bound, and leaped 
into high things, and has starved his soul upon mysti- 
<>iSlll when he would have grown fat upon common 
piety. IIere is altogether a very incurable case, and 
not a very uncomnlon one! But what is the man's 
end? H
 beO'an b y in1Ïtatina the saints in what was 
o 0 
inirnitable, anJ he ends by giving up religion under 
discourageu1ent. lIe comnlenced hy being voracious 
of the supernatural, and he finishes by finding the 
COlllnlon exercise of faith a difficult attainment. 
Then there is the self- deceit, which is scrupulous. 
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It is odious to have to speak of it. 'I'he olùer we get, 
the less good can we see in scruples. Experience and 
age both conyince us that the look of respectability, 
which we once thonght there was about scrupulous 
nlen, was a mere delusion. They all turn out badly. 
IIuge continents of puerile conceit are being discovered 
in their :souls every year. They are eaten up with that 
unassunling asslunption, which. is the most wicked of all 
the varieties of censoriousness. Their selfish pu:;illan- 
inlity is intolerable. They are a pest which religious 
society nlight almost blamelessly combine to get rid of 
by summary extinction. Their good is all on the sur- 
face, and "rears no better than the bloo111. on a phun. 
This is a form of self-deceit which Satan very much 
afiècts. It does his work as he would have it done. 
It perversely fixes its attention on wrong things, that is, 
on things which it need not particularly attend to, anll 
it does this exclusiyely. l\Ieanwhile it is perfectly 
unscrupulous in things which are a scandal, or a ruling 
p
ssion, or an occasion of sin, or a besetting tempta- 
tion. On the whole, it pays very little attention to its 
behaviour to others, or to their feelings. It is snappish, 
and sour, and uncongenial, and intractable; and all this 
foolish people sometimes put down to sanctity. It has 
in its nature a deep well of tranquil self-exaltation, 
and on the surface it has the fidgets in religion. I t has 
never done any good in its lifetiIne, and never will do 
any; but it has made such a noise about the good it was 
one day going to do, that it has got nlOrc credit for its 
intention than a man often gets who quietly does the 
1'eal work. These are tiresome men, good to try our 
tempers, but otherwise such as we like to know of at 
a distance, as possible, probable, or actual, like the wild 
J3 
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heasts in Africa. A man, who has duties to such people, 
is unfortunately placed in life. 
Lastly, there is the self-deceit which- is f;llsely hunl- 
ble. It has a great affinity to the scrupulous sclf- 
deceit, hut perhaps conles lnore near to be incui'able. 
It is true that self-deceit is a mark both of intellectual 
and llloral weakness. But then there are few charac- 
ters in the world which have not at least one point, at 
which they are both intellectually and lllorally weak. 
"Tith sonle the intellectual weakness conles frOln the 
moral; with nlost the nloral comes from the intellectual. 
"\Ye must not therefore be surprised at finding apparently 
strong and clear 'characters, which are nevertheless the 
victims of this extremely foolish self-deceit which arises 
from false humility. Everyone feels that hun1ility is 
preeulinently the saintly virtue, and therefore e"'\ery 
one aims at mastering it. But it is uncolllmonly diffi- 
cult to master, while it seems alnlost ilnpossible to 
nature to go on believing itself so little good as it must 
helieve itself, so long as it believes itself not to be hum- 
ble. IIence sOlllething must be done in order to shorten 
the process of its acquisition. Unfortunately sonle of 
the saints have occasionally spoken ill of themselves. 
'''"hereupon we also will speak ill of ourselves, not in 
the least believing what we say, and still less conceding 
any right to others to believe us. Every man in the 
world has his little circle of flatterers, just as an insect 
has its parasites. These are either foolish enough or 
insincere enough to be pleased with our self-abuse; 
and we, finding it a cheap heroism, are by no means 
econOlllical in the matter. But this self-abuse has a 
renlarkable tendency to produce spiritual blindness. 
It does llot seem to be so Hluch a disease superinduced 
upon the soul's eye, as a positive wearing away of that 
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l)y which alone the soul can see at all, a destruction of 
its yery power of seeing. Its blindness is complete 
when it has con1e to belieye, as it does at last, what it 
says against itself, and what it began to say only from 
conceit and affectation. A man in this state is ignorant 
of that, which of all things in the spiritual life it is nlo
t 
necessary for him to know, his own want of courage. 
This is because his false humility neYer allows hÏ1n to 
try hin1self. lie thinks, in his artificial self-abjection, 
which has now hecOIne real without becoming true, 
that he ought only to attempt low' things for God; and 
therefore he does what is below his strength, without 
trying what is level with it or abo,
e it. Yet, n1ean- 
spirited as it grows, this self-deceit is not ,vithout a 
kind of pride in its safety and discretion, while it does 
not see at all its peculiarly odious form of ungenerosity. 
All deluded souls will be much surprised at the d
y of 
judgment, but we should Îlllagine the greatest and 
nlost painful surprise of all is that which awaits the 
soul self-deceived by false humility. 
These are the seven varieties of self-deceit, with 
which direction ha
 to Jeal, with such patience as it 
C:111 conlJl1and, fighting nlanfully with irritability and 
de
pair. There are ho"reyer JnanifolJ in tern1Ïnglings 
of these "Varieties, which are the greatest puzzle in 
spiritual direction, and also the greatest tortures which 
self can inflict on self. There is in fact no entangle- 
n1ent in creation like the entanglenlent of sdf-cleceit; 
and there is this peculiarity about all its varieties, that 
they are all of thenl swift diseases, tending to become 
so very soon, and at such early stages, "Very difficult to 
cure. 
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THE CHARACTERISTICS OF SELF-DECEIT. 


It requires some anlOunt of pious brayery to go on 
lnaking a lnore anLl more intimate acquaintance with 
this offensive phcnOlnenon of our fallen nature. But it 
is of incalculable consequence to us t
 do so. I feel that 
I have tried your patience, and that I have no right to 
expect you to listen to me with more than a half-angry 
forbearance. Yet I cannot help hoping that we are 
both of us getting very earnest in the matter: and, 
after all, do you not find that there is always a peculiar 
pleasantness in eyerything we do for God, no matter 
how we shrink frOln the thing in itself? 'Ye are very 
bad, full of littleness, full of inconsequence, and "f'ery 
foolish; anLl in nothing do we show our foolishness more 
than in the lnatters of the spiritual life. '''"hen we 
llleet with an accident, we are not exactly angry with 
the surgeon who sets the broken lÎ1nb anlI washes the 
geavel out of the wound, anll makes us tremble with 
pain while he does it. Yet there is perhaps a dash of 
anger towarJs hiln in our n1Índ, and without any reason 
at all we think a greater degree of skill would have 
inflicted a lesser degree of pain. Yet this feeling con- 
tinues only while the pain has risen for a moment above 
bearing-point. So, when we are inclined to be angry 
with our directors, which we all of us very often are, 
and a reasonable director expects it at our hanJs, we 
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must endeavour only to be angry with him as we are 
with our surgeon. A hurt man is ahnost ineyitably 
::mgl'Y. It is foolish to he angry with hinl for bcing so. 
80 if you begin to ask yoursJlvcs why I have chosen this 
repulsive subject, why I cl well upon it so long, and why 
I sonlctinles seem to speak bantcring
y on what 11lUSt 
be so serious if it be only as 11lllCh as half true, you 
will soon get more angry with me than is expedient for 
yourseh-es. I have tried to do a disagreeable thing 
in tho least disagreeable way I could; but whatever 
Inust be dis
greeable at best, alwaJs seems unnecess3,- 
rily and wantonly disagreeable. N evertheless, ho\"
ever 
unreasonable an
l petulant we nlay all of us be, we are 
really in earnest with God, and are content to force our 
way through the remainder of our investigation with the 
hope of sonlething for lIig glory con1Ïng out of it at the 
la'3t. This, you see, i'3 nothing but a piece of self- 
.lefence, probably containing some amount of self-deccit. 
If you p8rceiye it, I shall be more pleased than ashamcd; 
for you will listen to nle less fretfully when you see how 
I fall uncler my own lash. ,Yhen a nlan nlakes a fool's 
CJ,p for others, it always looks more at home on his 
own hcad than on theirs. 
,V c have spoken of the varieties of self-deceit. Yet 
we cannot dispense ourselves from a scrutiny of the 
characteristics of all self-deceit, as such. In the last 
section we split it into subdivisions; now we must 
re>gard it again in its unity as a coherent and consistent 
whole. The first characteristic of self-deceit which 
strikes us is its seemingly boundless power, as compared 
with other temptations, which by thcir own nature arc 
1110re partial. Indeed it i:-; somcthing nlore than a telllp- 
tation. It app
ars to be a law of our soul's infinnity, a 
law inevitable to our present condition, and which grace 
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itself cannot altogether repeal. For, just as Inatter antI 
body have their inseparable infh'mities, so spirit ana soul 
have theirs. Its genius is uni,'ersal, and thus, like the air, 
gives no warning of its presence. TenlptatiollS follow 
in the train of certain circumstances, and those circum- 
stances ,yarn us of the temptation that is bearing 
down upon us, just as the sudden darkening of the sea- 
fog in one place warns the navigator that an iceberg is 
approaching. But self-deceit is eyerywhere. It is a 
sort of caricature of grace. It goes before anù it follows 
after; it suggests, and it confers perseverance; it un- 
derlies our actions like the earth, or overarches them 
like the sky; it walks by the side of theIn, or it fuses 
itself into then1; it praises thenl in self-love; it re- 
proaches then1 out of a false conscience; it gives us a 
light to see by, and the light blinds us; the two opposite 
states of activity and repose are equally suited for its 
operations; it hides itself and shows itself with altern3.- 
tions as indistinguishable as the yibrations of a hmn- 
ruing-bird's wings. Intolerable cOlnpanion! always in 
step, never fatigued, indifferent to hill or vale, to wooJ 
or swanlp, to town or field, to land or sea, for ever 
invisibly mocking and n1in1Ïcking the gait of our 
beloved Guardian Angel, and entrapping us into blind 
plots to baffle the intelligent kindness of that dear fra- 
ternal Spirit! Life becomes irritating with this con- 
sciousness attached to it. No one can bear to be doggel. 
ì\1oreover this self-deceit is always triumphant, always 
on the laugh, always making gaIl1e of us. Change as we 
will in natural things, we are equally its prey. Nay it 
ahuost grows ,vith our grace. Grace gives it ne,v 
opportunities, fresh theatres, and opens to its spiteful 
glèe a delighted diversity of fresh experilnents. I believe 
that there is often more self-deceit in a religious than 
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in a secular; yet I suppose it is the grandest thing in 
the world to be a religious. l\1ost aggravating self- 
deceit! It is so elastic; v, ho can punish it? It is like 
whipping the ah'. It is such a confirlned optinlist; who 
eyer hUlnbled it? It is almost embarrassed by its own 
success. But let us keep up our spirits, and be hopeful. 
'Ye shall see by and bye, that this, like other dark sub- 
jects, has a bright side also, bright enough, eyen if not 
yery bright. 
A second characteristic of self-deceit is its deep-seatell 
inveteracy. Repeated victories over it seem to give us 
no habit of victory over it. No anlount of mortification 
8
elns to cow it. On the contrary all the Ineasurcs 
taken against it appear to invigorate it. It finds its 
"Way everywhere, and flies under pressure, unharlued 
and whole as quicksilver. It cannot be gathered up, 
held fast, sublllitted to any operation, or detached fronl. 
the various circumstances of life. One moment concen- 
trated, and the next moment diffused, it baffles all 
pursuit. Vigilance does little to help us. To ,vatch it 
Inakes us wise about it, as watching the stars helps us 
in theorizing about them, while it gives us no control 
over them in their paths. "... e never grow expert in 
our warfare with it, because it hardly ever attacks us 
twice quite in the Salne manner. Indeed attack is a 
wrong word to use. Even stratagem hardly expresses 
the peculiarly quiet initiative, which self-deceit takes in 
all things. It is passive, or rather active in the same way 
in which any corrosive matter is active. It does not affect 
war, but peace. It wants to live quietly in our lives, or 
l'[tther to live our lives for us, and be a kina of soul to us. 
It is this peculiarity which enables it to be so invete- 
rate. l\Iany bad things are inveterate in us, but none 
are so inveterate as this. 
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Then, in the next place, we 11UlSt note its ability 
to put on the appearance of good. " No wonder the 
devirs prime n1Ìnister should possess so mucIi of the 
deyirs chief talent. Yet we hardly do justice to this 
characteristic of self-deceit, when we call it an ability 
· to aSSUll1e the disguise of virtue. For it always wears 
it. It is its normal state, its law of gravitation, 80111e- 
thing essential to its being. If it looked evil we shoulLl 
never be deceived by it. I hope there are few 1nen in 
the world who deliberately, and without the disturbing 
force of passion or temptation, choose evil with the 
certainty that it is evil, and in spite of that certainty. 
I do not believe that any creature out of hell chooses 
evil because it is evil. But even if it were so, there is 
no self-deceiving here. It is the hardness and audacity 
of conscious Dlalice. Self-dcceit is that which makes 
us do the ùevil's work, believing, though not always 
with an entirely honest faith, that it is God's. The 
inconlparable perfection with which self-deceit can put 
on endless disguises, and hardly ever be found out in 
any of then1, is the grand characteristic of its inauspi- 
cious gcnius. IIow it can look persuasive in startling 
attitudes, and natural in novcl positions-alas! we all 
know too well. It is a thing ,ve can never sufficicntly 
adlnire. It were to be ,vishecl that our fear was 
nlways equal to our aclnliration. There would be 
a much lower average of shipwrecks among Ì1nlnortal 
souls. 
But it has a weak point. There is cOlnfort in the 
thought. This weak point is another of its character- 
istics. This is its soreness when touched, though it is 
for the nlost part very hard to touch. It escapes 
unharlued fronl our touch, but it sensibly winces unJer 
the pain of it. There are S0111C noxiolls creatures in 
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creation which by sounù, or oùour, or the betrayal of 
sonle other anilual, are nlercifully compelleJ to disclose 
their dangerous proximity to us. This is one of the 
footprints of God.'s love in natural history. K ow. this 
characteristic of self-deceit is a rarallel case. There 
are a hundred dangers in self-ùeceit, it would have 
been truer to have said a thousand, but none of them 
is so great as its cenceahnent. lIenee the conlpassion 
of its being nlade to betray itself by its sensitiveness 
when touched. V{ e have all of us certain ways, prac- 
tices, habits, attitudes, tricks of conduct, which no one 
can blame us for without putting us out of temper. 
'''"" e our$elves hardly know why it should be so. ',,""hy 
should we be unllloveù when an unfriendly tongue 
touches some ulotIe or Juanifestation of our conceit, anlI 
explode like gunpowder when it touches some other, 
which is neither I1101'e guilty, nor, which is to be chiefly 
considered frOIn this point of view, more disgraceful 
or n10re ridiculous? 'Ye cannot tell. ,r ery often we 
cannot analyze it, when our attention is caneel to it. 
Generally speaking, it is a betrayal of self-deceit, a 
discovery of the utlllOst llloment to us, anc1 one to be 
fearles
ly followed up without delay. This sensitive- 
}1ess of self-deceit is a fortunate characteristic of the 
vice, or rather an ingenuity of providence. It is the 
rattle in the snake's tail, sounding when for the snake's 
purposc it shoulc1 be silent. Let us take care to search 
the bush whenever we hear the rattle. IIalf our bites 
would have been saycll, if we had always done so. 
The coexistence of self-deceit with so nluch good is 
another of its characteristics. It hus a genius for 
alliances. All are natural to it, and fall in with its 
purposes, and extend its influence. Its power of com- 
bination is incredible, until observation and experienco 
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bring it hOll1C to us. It can aJnalganlate with things 
which have apparently repugnant, or eyen antagonistic, 
qualities. But it tends especially to ally itself with 
good. It selects the best of eyerything, and fastens by 
predilection on that which is nlost excellent. In many 
instances good drowns evil, when by the help of grace 
it COlnes to be in excess. But the quantity of good 
only freshens self-deceit, while on the other hand the 
slnallest quantity of its poison disturbs the greatest 
quantity of good, and a nloderate quantity of the evil 
is able eyen to neutralize an enorlnously dispropor- 
tionate amount of good. IIypocrisy is generally short- 
lived, unless it has some anlount of piety along with 
it. So self-deceit purposely abides in the neigh- 
honrhood of good, in order to be fostered and kept 
'Ym'U1. Thus we have always to regard the mnount of 
our grace as SOlne i1l(lex to the mnount of our self- 
deceit, and this is in itself a disheartening consideration. 
Akin to this characteristic, perhaps siulply a manifesta- 
tion of it, we must notice also that quiet partnership 
with the sacrmnents into which this deceit intrudes 
itself. There is even a peculiar forin of it belonging 
to frequent confession; and our corruption can nlake 
frequent COn1111Union an actual hothed of srlf-ùeceit. 
I dare not go further into these questions, unless I went 
into then1 completely, anù, if it ,,,.ere possible, exhaus- 
tiyely; and therefore I content nJyself with this disn1al 
inilication of them. 
Self-deceit increases with our age. This is another of 
its characteristics. Some weeds grow in our souls by what 
appears a chance. Others die, if peculiar circumstances 
do not nurture them. Some are planted there by a 
single act of sin, an act which had neither parents or 
children, neither antecedents or consequences, so far as 
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'We can see; and they renulÏn harl1]y green, barely not 
dead, :1n(l never grow at all. But self-deceit is an 
inevitable growth. The broadening of life is the 
,videning of our faculties for deceiying ourselves. Sim- 
plicity is the only thing ,vhich is fatal to self-deceit. 
If we could be perfectly siInple, we coul(l inflict a 
n10rtal wound upon the n1onster. But life luultiplies 
things. It entangles Ollr motives. It distracts our 
attention. It con1plicates our daily conduct. It 
bewilders us by its rapidity, its versatility, its con- 
tradictoriness, its imperiousness, its fertility. ...ill 
these things are prolific of new possibilities for self- 
deceit; and self-deceit fills theITI as air fills a vacuum, 
silently if allowed its own way and tin1e, with a report 
if con1pellell to act sudllenly and under distress. Only 
of this we may be sure, that the fountain flows more 
copiously each succeeding year, and that unless grace 
is evaporating the waters as they spring, life is but a 
nlatch between grace and self-deceit, in which the 
latter ,viti be yictorious; and all that grace can do 
is to delay the hour of its own defeat. It is one of 
those operations of grace which must be a cOlnplete 
one in order to be decisively triun}phant. In abnost 
all its other operations grace has a fair triumph 
e,en in comparativc failure. But I doubt if it is so 
here. 
But ,,,hat is true in the life of nature is true also in 
the life of grace. }"'or it is another characteristic of 
self-deceit, that its energies are quickened as people risc 
higher in the spiritual life. It has always been a mel- 
ancholy truth, which no ex.perienced ascetic has ever 
thought of gainsaying, that the higher operations of 
grace are n10re subject to delusion than the lower, 
except the very highest, which have to do with the 


, 
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soul's uttermost union with God. This arises fron1 
their being nlore out of proportion with our in.firnlity 
and vileness; while those highest operations of all are 
nearly exempt from delusion, bccause, although they 
m'e still 11101'e disproportioned to our littleness, thcy 
bring with them lnore soyereign succours and more 
overwhelnling transforlnations of grace. ,Ye are more 
easily able to manage conlmon grace; and the highest 
graces easily manage us, because they liken us to them- 
sely<
s. But the higher graces, which stand mid way, 
are replete with delusions precisely because they are 
not high enough to counterbalance of thenlSeh?es the 
disploportioned weight they lay upon U'3. Y cry few, 
even of those ain1Ìng at perfection, rise aboye these 
Iniùdle graces. lIence it is practically the C0111mOn 
rule, that, the higher lllen rise in the spiritual life, the 
lllore subj ect they beconle to the insidious operations 
of sclf-deceit. Interior 1110rtifications are higher than 
bodily 11l0rtifications, and they are especially liable to 
this dcceit. The broad fact of bodily pain is sonlething 
palpable to feel our waJ by, and the pain itself dis- 
abuses us of .as llluch self-deceit as the infliction of it 
can bring into us. TInt it is not so with the higher 
Inortifications. So with prayer. The nlore nearly it 
conles to the confines of what is passh-e, the nlore liable 
it is to delusions. So with peculiar or dcfinite prayers, 
such as to be thought ill of; they furnish us with end- 
less opportunities of going wrong, eyen while they open 
almost intern1Ìnable aycnues of grace. IIowever there 
is a sort of collateral consolation in this. The growth 
of self-deceit 'Jnay be an index of growth in holiness; 
and in a land of such Egyptian darkness eycn what 
looks like light cheers the eJe; and a chance alrnost 
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has the value of a reality when all chance seen1ed 
gone. 
But this is not all. Self-deceit seems achwlly to 
thrive on prayer, and to grow fat on contelnplation. 
Prayer leads us into a new worlL1, a world where a 
different langLwge is spoken, where the forJns of the 
scenery are different, and seen in a differently tinted 
atmosphere. ,,,.. e are not used to this, and easily nwke 
n1Ístakes. There are no deceptions in nature to COlll- 
pare with those of light. ,\
 e misjudge distances and 
sizes; we see things inverted, and even discern things 
which have nothing but a fantastical existence. It i::; a 
principle no less true in theology than in natural scienc(\, 
that light only gets colour by shining through darkness. 
In the world of prayer there are colours which we cannot 
easily assign rightly to the object or the atInospbere; 
there are splenc10urs which dazzle, and which by dazzling 
nlislead. IIabit is the only safety with supernatural 
things; and by the tinw we becOlne habituated to one 
set of supernatural object
 the ascensions of grace have 
raised us into another. In the spiritual life we are 
always changing our sphere. It would not be life, 
but stagnation, were it otherwise. This is not the 
place to enter upon so large a subject; but it would 
not be difficult to show that all the phenOlnena of 
prayer, its dangers, its peculiarities, its reactions on the 
soul, its associations, and even its blessings, are singu- 
larly capable of affording nutriment to self-deceit. As 
a matter of fact, no man who has watched himself well, 
has failed to observe the way in which prayer, reg.1rùed 
as a habit, is beset by self-deceit. 
In connection with this, we must notice another of 
its characteristics, which is the opportune and instan- 
taneous manner in which it seizes on fresh graces, anù 
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dh.erts theln to its own ends. The power of a tenlp- 
tation is Inostly in its till1eliness. "
ith a nature so 
weak as ours, so peculiarly unable to withstand sur- 
prises, that which is welltimed, either for good or evil, 
is ahnost irresistible. The enlpire of self-deceIt rests 
in no slight degree upon the 'Yay in w'hich it tinles 
every move. I t is cautious and calculating, clear of eye 
and patient of temper. It never precipitates anything. 
It is never before its tilne, as the passions so often 
are. For the passions are continually overreaching 
their own ends, anù baffling thmnselves by the animal 
vehemence of their inlpulses. They succeed rather by 
their obstinacy than by their skill. But self-deceit is 
delicate, diplomatic, noiseless, wary even in its swift- 
ness, and does everything to a nicety. It ",,'orks like a 
chen1Ïst, cleanly, finely, 111easuredly, and for the nlost 
part minutely. Its very gracefulness is the grace of a 
man who is conscious that he is intruding, and must 
Inake a title out of his manner. Then, when this time- 
liness of self-deceit is applied to the increments of grace 
which ,ve are continually receiving, the danger and 
misery of our position become obvious. 'Y c seeln to be 
in receipt of a good income, for our dividenùs are both 
regular and large. But in truth it is not all our own. 
Self-deceit levies a large income tax, and it is paid 
insensibly as our new graces come, so that we never 
know how much less rich we are than we seenl to be. 
Only we know that. we are considerably poorer. The 
discreet managenlent of our grace is one of the lllost 
difficult subjects in the spiritual life. 'Ve must have 
Conferences on it sonle Lent or other.- 11ere it is 
enough to record it <1'3 a grievous and distasteful fact, 


ø These Conferences on the !hnagemcnt of Grace have now been de. 
livered. Lent of 1858. 
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that self-deceit docs in fact take the bloom off our fresh 
gTaces as they come, so that our pining souls hardly 
ever taste a grace in all its own unhandled freshness. 
The fruit has been fingered, and the sugar in it has 
begun to ferment. 
Thus self-deceit infests nature, and it infests grace. 
At one moment it is busy in one of these worlas, at 
the next monlent in the other. Thus it is another of 
its characteristics that it is, in son1e persons habitually, 
and in others at particular tinles, alnlost indistinguish- 
able from natural character. I have said before, that 
it is an inevitable growth: but a growth of what? 
Truly, of natural character, in a subject weakened, 
unhinged, and overbalancecl by sin. Thus there is a 
necessary connection bet ween our natural character 
and our own mode of self-deceit, although it would be 
as intolerable as untrue to confound the two things 
together. Yet this connection enables it, not only to 
tÏIne itself to our weak ffiOlnents and to fasten on our 
we3.k points, but also to assunle the look of our dispo- 
sition so conlpletely, that we may be unable to recog- 
nize ourselves. Then here is the danger. ...\huost 
every luan considers his natural character, or some part 
of it, to be practically a necessity to hÏIn. He concedes 
to his disposition at least a IÎ1nitecl right to lay down 
the law to hilll. lIe cannot resist this; he cannot 
overCOlue that. lIe assumes these as acknowledaed 
t) 
facts in his government of hinlself, or rather manage- 
ment of himself. For unluckily self-governnlent is 
little else but management. IIere we arriye at that 
fountain of self-dispensation upon which so many souls 
make shipwreck, who cannot discern betwecn want of 
trust in nature and want of trust in grace, between con- 
fidencc in self and confiùence in Goel. Then self-deceit 
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interyenes, an(l with an adroitness, which we shoul(l 
admire if it ,vere less pernicious in its.effects, insinuate3 
itself into the privileged parts' of our cI-iar'Jcter, into 
the dispositions we have made rp our minds to humour, 
and so beconles our law of life. ",Ye lie to O1lrseh
es-, 
anJ make that lie our law. ",Ye had better s
y no 
more on that hea(I 
",y' e have to adJ to the characteristics of self-deceit
 
already enunlerated, the manifoltlness of its fornls. ",T" e 
nÜght alnlost say that its forms are as countless as the 
insects of the earth, and that each fOrIn is a species by 
itself. So yersatile and so indiyidual, is each 111 an 's 
self-deceit. It is as it were the essence of the subtlety 
of evil in each 111au"s mind, cOlllbining with everJthing; 
and no two of its combinations are alike. \Yho can 
ever learn thoroughly a spirit so protean as this? 
The invisible and distracting speed of its chan
es is 
another of its characteristics, intllnately connected' with 
the former. ",Vho could pursue the electrical streanl 
as it runs ronnd the earth twenty-two tilnes in a 
second ? Yet selî-deccit could outstrip it far in speed. 
There are no measures to the speed of thought. There 
are few thoughts gifted with such speed of self-origi- 
nating logic as those by which we daily decei,re our- 
sel ves. 
To this we must also ad(l the hurráliatingness of 
self-deceit. There is a shanle quite peculiar to the 
tight thraldonl in which it holds us, wheneyer ,vc conle 
to perceive it. There are no men who shrink more 
instinctively from self-knowledge, than those who haye 
once detected themselves in self-deceit. They cannot 
bear that shanle oyer again. TIle detection has 
changed thenl in S0111e respects. They are better men 
for it. Yet in some other respects, unless they have 
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great grace, they are worse men also for the self-con- 
viction. As men say at iU"3urance offices, they are 
better lives, but thcir health is no bctter. This is 
especially the case with beginners in the spiritual life. 
'Yhen they are first turne<1 loose into the grand prairies 
of asceticism and the vast forests of meditation, they fall 
into spiritual gluttony, and mistake unwieltliness for 
growth in robustness. They ought to have been sent 
out, as we used to hear in 01<1 years of farnlers turning 
thcir cows into clover fields, with tight girths of rope 
round their stom
chs lest they should eat till they 
burst. Then by this gluttony men find thelnselves out. 
All habits of lying are hUlniliating: wh::1t lllUSt self- 
lying be? So they give up the whole matter in dis- 
gust, and turn moderate, and take to cOlnfort, and lead 
unsatisfactory lives, and go to purgatory for years to 
expiate their di'3cretion. The end of some is farther 
and more fatal than that. A nlan always thinks he 
must change hinlsclf when he changes his circumstances, 
or change his whole self when he is called upon to 
change any part of hinlself. This is why men are 
always puzzling us by contradicting their antecedents. 
This is why lawyers are so inaccurate when they turn 
authors, ana In:Ühematicians talk so badly. So with 
these poor fellows, whonl the shalne of self-deceit drives 
into a life where thero is no possibility of hypocrisy, 
because there is no show of piety. 
There is one characteristic nlOre, ,vhich results frOlll 
a contelnplation of all the others. It is the peculiar 
antagonisnl to Gael which lli':itinguishes self-deceit. 
lIe is ab;;olllte truth: it i"3 the nleanest Llisehooù. lIe 
i::; simplieity: it is confusion. lIe is light; it is dark- 
nes
. lIe i
 lllCrciful; it is uns l xu'in a . It belonO's to 
o b 
us as creatures, not yet transformed into Ilis Ì1uagc. 
14 
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It is the gran(l complicatel1 result of sin. It works 
against Goel, under ground ana above ground,. in every 
soul an(l at every turn. It enables nature to taint 
grace. It teaches sin how to avoil1 repentance. Its 
apostolate is to dissuade fr0111 perfection. It shifts the 
rudders of lives, and sets them on rocks or on the san(ls. 
It is the source of almost all the bad steering in life, 
and it is no slight proportion of wreck
 which are 
attributable to bad steering. It takes the blo0111 off 
God's glory ,vhich it cannot steal. It spoils deathbeds, 
anJ then dies happy. 
::\loreover this is a dOlllestic eneIllY, who can never be 
put to death while we live ourselves, but, mnid all other 
trials, an.} in addition to then1, is to be held down in an 
uneOl11fortable, struggling capti,.ity. E\.erything is fooll 
to it. Poisons nourish it. 
Iortifications strencrthcn it. 
o 
Prayer fattens it. Sacranlcnts Inake it bright and 
happy. There is but one way to deal with it, which is 
to starve it; and the danger is, les
, while ,ye starve it, 
v;e starve our own souls also. 'Yell Inay we pine for 
childlike simplicity and royal truth. God is true, and 
every man a liar. Yet consolation is in sight. There 
is one another charact2ristic of self-deceit; we ha '"0 
ennnlerated fifteen; this will make the sixteenth. It is, 
that there is one thing, and one only, with which self- 
deceit appears to be neco'l!J inconlpatiblc, or with whieh 
at least it can only be c01nbineJ by being irnulensely 
,veakened; and that is abiding sorrow for sin, the 
b 
autiful grace of contrition. 
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T.IIE REMEDIES OF SELF-DECEIT. 


Is there anything substantial in creation? Is there- 
anyone in the world who is real? Is there any spiritual 
life at all? These are questions which we ask in our 
almost blameless irritation, when the subject of religious 
delusions is fairly brought before us. Self is n1iserably 
p
tty, and W3 see it in all its unJisgtÚsed p
ttiness 
when our minds are introyerted upon it. It takes the 
frJshness even out of worship. It throws a sickly glare 
over devout practices, which ought to li
 in the quiet 
unobtrusive sunshine of disinteresteù loye. It is not 
easy to keep the line al"lays clearly drawn between 
habitual exmnination of conscience ana the misery of 
self-contemplation. Yet without ex'ullination of con- 
science we are lost, whib self-conten1phtion is an 
odious leprosy of the soul. D;)wn in the caverns of 
self the air is clo
['. and all things are clamp, lllouldy, 
and dec
ying. A soul turned inwarL1 upon itself is 
n10stly n1ÌIJewed. 
\.n ailing self i'i a nauseous thing, 
t
le 1nore repulsive the nearer we con1e to it, the 1110re 
Offèllsi,.e the 11101'e we handle it. l\Ioreoyer all things turn 
to delusion! Prayer, saer
llnellts, mortifications, sallies 
of divine love, things in thcn1selvcs fresh as the le
lping 
cataracts in the cool wood or on the breezy cliff, all 
turn or lnay easily turn to sOlllething diseased and 
unplèaßant when they are imbcdùcd in our spirituallifc. 
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I do not wonder that intellectual nien, men of robust 
character, nlen of successful activity, 'and nlen. of ener- 
getic physical health, have such a Ininglec1 horror and 
contelnpt of what is called the spiritual life. N ever- 
theless everything is right in its own place. Patients 
are better in a hospital than on the top of Ben Nevis. 
Fresh air, bright sunlnlits, dashing waters, arOlnatic 
pines, dewy fern, and crisp heather, belong to the next 
world of spirituality, not to this one. It is foolish to 
be ÏInpatient. If there is a self-hatred which is wise, 
there is also a self-hatred which is either stupidity or 
conceit. Å lnan is a coxcomb who cannot be patient 
with hÏ1nself. If he breaks away from the undignified 
bondage of a pious life, will he in reality escape fronl 
himself? Or if he keeps to outward elevotion, and 
studiously refuses to cultivate an interior spilåt because 
of its sickliness and liability to delusion, ,,
ill not his little 
spites, his airs, his self-importances, his tiny prejudices, 
his threadbare peculiarities, his unilnposing fretfulness, 
his girlishjealousy, his ungraceful aptness to take offence, 
his love of nice cookery, his anxiety about his health, his 
reference to his age and his past,-will not all these 
pusillanilnities, which will be his Inasters then, be sicklier 
far than the meanness of a craven scruple, the jargon 
of pedantic prayer, and the stifling atInosphere of a 
self-introverted spirit, the boisterousness of an inelegant 
a'3ceticisnl, or the censoriousness of a Ulan "Who has 
1110rtified 11Îlllself i
to bitterness, because his grace has 
not been potent enou 6 h to overCOlne the incapacity for 
sweetness which belonO"s to his natural character. "\,,- e 
o 
11lay depend upon it that alllnen, who have an instinc- 
tive aversion for the spiritual life, are doing 1110re of the 
d
,ril's ,york than they suppose. It is fortunate that 
they are mostly unsucccs::;ful IY1en. 
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"'
hy have I said all this? Because we are now 
. 
going to study the renle<.1ies of self-deceit, anel I am 
anx.ious to keep down your expectations. 'Ve shall 
find nothing so complete or so specific or so definite, as 
we shoulJ. J.esire. Self-deceit is a bad business. I was 
once entrapped into printing that there was nothing in 
the spiritual life which was irreparable. IIaif a dozen 
times self-deceit has driven 111e to the very edge of 
changing my mind. But I believe I was right, ancl I 
t;till keep to it. vVe will settle therefore that self-deceit 
is certainly reparable. K ow, as to the spiritual treat- 
ment for it, you may think of that, as indeed of the 
spiritual life 
a1togeth('r, as a necessary evil, if you 
choose. This puts it low enough, yet leaves it indis- 
pensable; and when a thing which regarJs our relation 
to God is indispensable, the sooner we set to work, and 
the more cheerfully we work, the better, even for our 
interesteel selves. In tIlls temper then let us look at 
the remedies of self-deceit. If there is nothing to 
satisfy great expectations, there is a good deal to cheer. 
As we sink deeper still anel deeper in the knowledge of 
our ow"n falsehood, we come nearer and nearer to the 
granel truthfulness of God; and somehow self-abase- 
ment gives us heart. Strange it should be so; yet so 
it i'3. 
Something then may be said, first of all of a general 
ch'1racter, and then secondly with a more special appli- 
cation. 'Ve may say generally that the knowledge of 
our own self-deceit is the nearest approach to its cure; 
anel this is my reason for having dwelt at such length 
upon it. VÇhat is so versatile and individual has to be 
met in such a variety of ways, that, when we once see 
our self-deceit, the occasion anel the cirCUlnstances will 
suggest the weapons with which we had best fight it. 
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It does not lil
c to he known. It .affècts disguise. It 
flourishes in concealnlCut. \\Then it. is seen, a sense of 
guilt makes it treIllble. ...\. distrust in the cornpletcness 
of its disguise Unll1anS it, and causes it to betray itself. 
It loses its head when a strong light is turned upon it, 
and makes an involuntal'y gesture, against .which at 
other tinles it is on its guard. Thus the mere know- 
ledge of our self-deceit not only enables us to direct 
our aim at it, but also renders it a much less formidable 
enelllY by making it a cowarJ. In so inlportant a 
matter, this woulcl be a sufficient excuse for haying said 
so nluch of this evil, ,vithout pointing out :.t definite 
plan of cure. For, what has been already saicl enables 
us the more easily to recognize this self-deceit when 
,ye see it, ancl also inJicates to us the loc
lities in which 
it is lllost lilc
ly to be found. So that if the nlcre 
knowL"dge cannot be a complete cure, it is at least a 
partial onc. 
Then, again, general simplicity of life is an antago- 
nistic power to self-clcc
it. Every ad,litional degree 
of siluplicity, which there i'3 in our conduct, weakens 
the influence of self-deceit, climinishe; its force, and 
subtracts its occasions. Simplicity is in the spiritual 
worlLl what light is in the natural worlll. \Ve cannot 
have a better illca of it th3,n that which light gives U'1. 
'rhe energy of light is such that scarcely anything can 
b9 expos
J to it, for a few llloments even, without SOnlG 
ch3-nge takin
 place in it. Both animal life an'} vege- 
t3-blc life languish, if they are deprived of light. It 
giyes the gr
en to the leaves and the colours to tho 
blossoms. The want of light will even turn the course 
of nature, or rather will frllstrd,te its designs. Some 
animals cannot develope in the dark. .A. tadpole 
Lecomel3 a gigantic kulpolc if it is kept in the dark, 
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but it cannot take the step of becon1ing a frog. Sonle 
p'3ople say diamonds are made by light. 
1any salts 
will not crystallize in the dark. ,Ye nlight nlultiply 
these things indefinitely; and yet we shoulJ find them 
all types and allegories of the action of heavenly sim- 
plicity in the spiritual life. A luan who habitually 
thinks of Goel, or one who thinks of God first and 
hinlself second, or one who docs not sensibly live and 
act under the eyes ana tongues of others, or one .who 
does his duty loyingly, making few returns upon self, 
is as nearly an impossible subject for the greater 
triunlphs of self-deceit as can be founel among us poor 
self-loving, self-seeking creatures. ,Yith such souls 
self-deceit is alnlost mitigated into SOllle other disease, 
when it does come, like the snlallpox in yaccinated 
sLlbjects. There are certainly endless re
lsons for being 
simple, and nlany of them extrenlely cogent; but there 
are few more cogent, than the reflection that all simpli- 
city is a general unfitness for self-deceit. Its constitu- 
tion has s
rnething in it peculiarly uncongenial to that 
disease. 
One more general renlark: general in two senses, 
both as regards the cure of the disease, and as regards 
its application to individual souls even as a general 
renlark. ,Vhen a nlan makes a series of discoyeries, 
and such discoveries generally do conle in a series, that 
he is the victÌIn of continual self-deceit, anù that what 
he valned as the principal basis of his inward life has 
been neither more nor less than a delusion, it will often 
be his wis2st policy to ren10ulcl his spÍl'itual sJsten1, 
and cast it into some one concentrated practice; and the 
practice most suited to his case will be that of making 
acts of purity of intention, trying to render his pious 
intention actual, instcad of virtual or haLitual. Tho 
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bird that lives on the leaves and berries of the huaco tree, 
and then fights with serpents, anù is stung by them, and 
suffers not, because its ordinary nutrÏIl1ent is .an anti- 
dote, present,:; us with an enlblenl of the soul that lives 
on purity of intention. Serpent-fighting is the work of 
all souls. Few however have the safe agility anll 
speedy aÏ1n of the secretary-bird, to fly up to heaven 
with their snakes, and let them fall from the height to 
earth, and so be dashed to pieces, ,vithout either giving 
the reptiles the opportunity of a bite, or allowing them 
to hamper its wings with their writhing folds. 'Ye 
lnust be content for the most part to eat the antidote, 
and then let ourselves be stung. But this remedy, of 
concentrating the whole power of the soul on purity of 
intention exclusively, cannot be indiscriminately recom- 
mended to all. It will do more harm than good to 
those who are scrupulous: and if few are scrupulous 
naturally, many are made so by the indiscretions of 
direction; so that, by fault or by misfortune, no slight 
proportion of pious persons are partially scrupulous. 
But those, ,vith whonl the remedy agrees, will find it 
almost a specific. Those, ,vhonl it makes unhappy, it 
does not suit. There is no serving God in unhappiness, 
.when the unhappiness is of our own lnaking. I.Jct us 
serve God in the sunshine, while lie makes the sun 
shine. 'Ve shall then serve lI-iIn all the better in the 
dark, when lIe senas the darkness. It is sure to conlee 
But nleanwhile false darkness is worse than false light. 
It is nlore deceiving, peopled with phantOlns, rife with 
delusions. So, if seeking to make our intentions for 
God's glory always actual entangles our conduct instead 
of simplifying it, if it darkens our spirit instead of 
illuminating it, we Inay be sure it is not the right 
road for us, though it is right in itself, and right for 
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S{) many others. Safe things are dangerous to those 
for whonl they are not intended. Only let our light 
be God's light, and our darkness God's darkness, and we 
shall be safe at home when the great nightfall comes. 
But let us conle more to particulars. Before we 
speak of the reIlledics, we have sOlnething to say of the 
right way to go to work in effecting the cure of this 
disease. 'Ve must also fix what we are to ayoiJ doing, 
as well as what we are to do. First of all then, we 
must not seek to combat self-deceit by means of an 
excessive examination of conscience and a perpetual 
uneasy probing of our motives in all our actions. To 
keep undoing a wound, to see if it is healing, is an 
obvious folly. All things in the spiritual life should 
be taken quietly. Even our falls nlust be taken 
quietly. l\Iuch more then our spiritual exercises. 
nut among these spiritual exercises it is to be 
expected, that some from their own nature shoulJ 
especially require tranquillity; and exanlination of 
conscience is one of these. An excess of it draws 0111' 
attention too much to ourselve.3, and disturbs the 
balance between the outward and the inward, upon 
the evenness of which all sobriety in asceticisnI de- 
pends. It also inclines us to scruples by exaggeration, 
and to unscrupulousness by partiality and extenuation. 
Our motives are complicated things, and the observation 
of them must be practised with caution, just as there 
are some chemical experiments which have to be made 
in a dangerous atnlosphere, and therefore when once 
begun, will not brook delay. A diver can only renlain 
a very limited ti:ne in the dppths of the sea, and even 
then he often comes up with the blood gushing from 
his mouth and ears. So is it with us down in the 
depths of our own motives. '\Ye Inust not stay there 
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long. If we cannot finJ what we w:allt there quickly, 
it is better to come up quickly, without having found it. 
'Ye can often effect nlore by looking up to heaven than 
by going down under water. An earnest man is under a 
great temptation to rummage hÍInself thoroughly, ,,,hen 
sOlllething has gone wrong, especially when he has 
detectecl hinlself in a spiritual ùishonesty. But it is a 
teInptation, not an impulse of grace. It is often only a 
satisfaction to that sort of savage indignation which 
such nlen have against thenlselves, and which is itself 
nlerely another fornl of self-deceit, a fornl too which is a 
particular favourite with self-love. 
'Ve I1U1St also remember that this cure of self-deceit 
is not a thing which can be done once for all, and then 
be over. It is a lifelong work. It is ÍInportant to 
1'Cl1181nber this, because we naturally go to work differ- 
ently upon what is occasional anll temporary, and upon 
,vhat is a nornlal part of our daily lives. It is also a 
process to the success of which discouragement is pecu- 
liarly fatal. The longer an effort has to last, the less 
,yill it bear disconragenlent. 'Yhat is persevering 
requires the vehelnence of an impulse. A long length 
of wire droops and is slack, as you nlay see daily by the 
sides of the railways. So it is with perseverance. It 
11lust rest on posts. 'Ye cannot hang weights to it; its 
own wei
ht is as 111uch as it can carry. It will deserve 
praise if it carries that well. But, besides this, the 
nature of our ,varfare with self-deceit, and the cha- 
racter of the enemy we are fighting, both invest dis- 
couragenlent with a particular danger. It is hope which 
keeps faith's eye clear and steady. Now the tactics of 
self-deceit are to h2ra8s our hope. Entanglement, 
conlplication, inc1istinctness, stratagelu, 111ultiplicity of 
attack, anLl an habitually versatilo neglect of the 
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expec.tecllaws of war: tend to .wear out our hope; anel 
if we once sit down and despair, the chances are yery 
nluch against our eyer being allowed to get up again. 
l\1oreover we must not be proud. There are battles in 
which it is not very honourable to be victor, because 
Vie are lowered by having to fight them at all, as when 
solJicrs charae a mob in the streets. There are battles 
o 
also in which the conquerors come out draggled ana 
disfigured, as when men fight their way through a 
n1:1rsh. So in our warfare with self-deceit we must not 
look for glory. "\Ve shall never march into any of the 
n10ral cities we l11ay conquer, with the sun shining on 
our clean scarlet and glitb
ring gold, and on our unsoiled 
banner flapping like slow flashes of lightning in the 
bright beams, with our trlllnpets braying wildly in the 
hoarse accents of triulnph. "\Ve shall alwajTs go home 
draggled. 'Ve must also, for this is another character- 
istic of onr warfare, show extren1e patience and good- 
hunloured contentment, with little victories and n10dest 
successes. 'Ye n1ust often think a drawn battle as gooel 
as a victory. Finally, ,ve must go to war with a 
Jnanly resolution to spare ourselves in nothing, whatever 
turns up. 
'\?hen we COlne to speak of the remedies themselves, 
,ve shall be disappointed to find, that cyen those which 
are most particular are after all very general. It must 
be so in a work which is so n1anifold, and which is al
o 
lifelong. The first rell1edy is a great distrust of self, 
not ll1crely in a general way, although that cannot be 
urged too forciLly, for it i
 difficult to exaggerate its 
importance, but abo and further in a very particular 
,,-aYe I ll1ust explain it by a hOll1cly illustration. 
"\Yhen I was a little boy, I was g1'eatl.r giycn to write 
verscs. This inter(;stcd those who loyeù llle, anù they 
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showeJ at once their interest and their love bJ'" laying 
down this rule for TIle, that whenever any-verse pleased 
nle exceedingly, and appeared to me llluch bettor than 
the rest, I was to run lTIY pen through it, and concoct 
SOlllething less striking. It was a sharp discipline, but 
tolerably efficacious. K ow there are always certain 
things, or certain things at certain times, in which we 
feel quite sure we are right. It is plain as the sun at 
noon. Almost universally as we ought to distrust our- 
selves, these occasions and these subject matters are 
obviously dispensed from this universal wearisome 
vigilance. 'Ve have at least no reason to distrust our- 
selves here. Eyrry man has, or, what is practically the 
same thing, believes he has, within his mind sonle one 
noontide region where it is always light, and light with- 
out even vicissitudes of brightness; and up and down 
this he has the comfort of walking fearlessly, because 
there is no aInbush there for self-deceit. But the 
remedy of self-distrust, now in question, is the distrust- 
ing of ourseh'es precisely at these privileged tinles and 
places. It consists in making it of faith to ourselves, 
that, when we are most sure we are in the right, we 
are most surely in the wrong. Experience soon shows 
us, that in all such inward convictions of our being in 
the fight there is a garrison of self-love. l\Ieanwhile 
the practice of especially distrusting ourselves in these 
inward assurances very soon produces a peculiar effect 
upon our characters, artd one which is of no little con- 
sequence in our conflict with self-deceit. A certain 
limpidity of character is perceived. There is no other 
word for it. 'Ye speak of limpid waters, such waters as 
COllle fronl mountain springs. It means something 
more than clear. It implies purity as well as tran
- 
parence. It is not simplicity, though akin to it. It 
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looks more like an acquisition than sinlplicity, more as 
if it had gone through a process, just as the bright 
w"ater has percolated through the earth; and yet this 
linlpicl character moves as freely and flows as naturally 
as true simplicity. There is a peculiar clearness 
about characters which have learned to be true after 
having been deceitful. 
,Yhatever prevents our following the counsels of self- 
love is also a remedy against self-deceit; and among 
these things we nlUst enumerate docility to our spiritual 
director. This saves us frOlll many a mistake. It 
likewise enables us to preserve our inward peace, 
mcl 
thus to act with much more quietness than we other- 
,,-ise should have done; and quietness is always an un- 
favourable circumstance for self-deceit. Slow action is 
often a favourite field for self-deceit, almost lllore so 
than very rapid action, because it simulates discretion, 
and Ininisters to our obstinacy. Self-opinionatpdness 
is said to be the energy of dulness. A stupid Dlan is 
alnlost inevitably self-opinionated. TIut quietness of 
action, while it saves us from the speed which blinds us, 
preserves us also fronl the yet more dangerous slo,vness 
of self-inlportance. Of course it is easy for us to lllake 
a farce of direction, by insisting on having too much of 
it, and making it a safety-valve for our love of talking 
of ourselves, an opportunity for s
tisfJing our appetite 
for synlpathy, and an occasion of gossip, which is worse 
than frivolous, because it concerns our souls. But, sen- 
sibly anù moderately practi:5ed, openness and docility to 
our director will greatly aiJ us in acquiring that tran- 
quil spirit which is so congenial to simplicity. 

Ieditation on the Attributes of God is another defence 
against self-deceit. The likeness of Goll is the aim of 
holiness, and we unconsciously imitate that which is a 
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frequent subject of our n1edit3.tion. TIu.t there i'3 some- 
thing more than this. Th8 Creator's i
age is on the 
creature's soul. It has to be revived and refreshed l'ather 
th3,n engravcn anew; and whcn "re reverently put 
God before ourselves in detail and for it loner tiu18 too-e- 
o t:) 
ther, there is a. sYlnpathy in our soul which draws out, 
clears, llefines. aad sharpens Ius image within us. 
Then, Uloreover, Goll is truth. All His perfections 
have the character of truth upon thenl ana the atmos- 
phere of truth around thenl. The neighbourhood of 
Goel is the native lanel of truth. 
Ioreover cverything, 
which leads us to throw ourscl '
es out of ourselves, and 
upon the objects of faith, is in itself a rC1nedy against 
s
lf-deceit; awl what c

n win us froll1 self-contempla- 
tion nlore effectuaUy, than that earthly beatific vision, 
the prospect of the 
\ttributes of God ? l
eYerellCe also 
is unfavourable to self-deceit, and l11ec1itation on the 
D.:xine Perfections is a perennial source of holy fear and 
self-abasing adoration. It is to be renlarked also, and a 
curious rcnlark it is, that reyerence towards God nlakes 
Inen natural and simple towal'lls each other. There is 
a modest yet unabashed naturalness of n1anner, which 
occasionally distinguishes spiritual person:-" into what- 
ever conlpany they are thrown. At first we hal'llly 
notice it, as it is the gift of naturalness not to be noticed. 
Then it strikes us, then grows upon us, and ends by 
cx.erci;:;ing a sort of fascination over us. 'Ye shall gene- 
rally find that the devption of such lncn is n1arked by fL 
forcible attraction towards the Attributes of God. 
\. 
man will hardly ever be awkward in public, who in 
secret habitually pays reverent court to God. IIabitual 
reverence is the high breeding of the spiritual life. 
The choice of our devotions may also be turned 
into a l'emcc1y for self-deceit. Two nmy b8 particu- 
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larlr selected 
s 1110re or less specific against self-deceit, 
as they are repregentations of the Eye of God. It is 
not easy to look God in the face, and then tell ourselves 
a lie. The planets were inlaged in the water an hour 
ago, but the round nloon has climbed heaven, and has 
effaced their tre111ulous reflections. So with us the Eye 
of Goll ec1ipses the world's eye. If we beC0111e d(\- 
('eivers, and surely this is the ordin
ry process, by 
actinO" al wavs under a consciollsness that 111 en 's eyes 
o J 
 
are upon us, whatever distracts us from that b3neful 
consciousness frees us fr0111 a slavery, which, like all 
slaveries, nUlkes liars of us. The Eye of God alone 
can do this. \Yhat is it which l11akes political parties 
so essentially dishonest, even when composed of honest 
unit
, but the continual sense of being watched, the 
unintermittecl feeling of critical and unkindly eyes l)eing 
fixed on every move? Yet on a smaller scale the life 
of 11lOst of us is spent un(lcr a like bondage. The 
elnancipation f1'0111 this tyranny of human respect is 
one of the 1110St beautiful operations of devotion to the 
Blessed Sacranlent. It i'S not an emhlenl, or an idea, 
or a moving ritual, or a stirring relic, which is before 
liS, but J èSUS IIimself, our actual Lord, in all the awful 
reality of that l110st peculiar eucharistic life. The n1oro 
we are with the Blessed Sarrmllcnt the less we shall 
deceive ourselvcs. 'Yho has not Seen how that dcvo- 
tion changes souls, how it achieves conyersions, how 
it pcrfects ÏIl1perfect conversions, how it lifts men's 
graces into a higher sphere, how it fills out vacant 
placcs in faulty characters, and givcs syn1mctry and 
correctness to impulse and injudicious devotion? 'Yhat 
is all this hut saying that it is just the devotion 
to preserye us from self-deceit? But we cannot bo 
always with the BlesseJ Sacrc.ullcnt; and the thought 
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of it is quite a different thing frOln its presence. 'Ye 
1lUISt carry with us another devotion into the thick of 
life, devotion to our Guardian Angel. lIe is an eye of 
God, while his eye sees the unveiled God close to us, 
still when we are still, and moving as we move. He 
is nearer to us than any of our human critics. His 
critici
ms are faultlessly just, and their justice is 
equalled by their kindness. 'Yhen saints come 
habitually to see their Guardian Angel, it appears to 
1He ahnost a natural consequence of their sanctity, 
developing in theln by degrees the power of beholding 
God, just as the cOlnmand over the elements and ani- 
1na15, which saints have, especially saints of remarkable 
austerity, seeins to be the almost natural working of 
penance back to the state of man's unfallen innocence. 
The sight of their Guardian Angel is a growth of their 
holiness, anll an emblem of what is inward, even while 
it is also a peculiar and gratuitous gift of God. Iluman 
respect soon begins to relax its hold upon us, when we 
COllle to love our Guardian Angel with so much respect- 
ful tenderness, that we feel his presence almost without 
effort. 
But we must not conclude without some cautions 
respecting our combat with self-deceit. 'Ve may clo 
W1'01lgly that which it is right to do. We may Inake 
false steps upon the true path. Particular eXaInination 
of conscience, that which is technically called particular, 
i
 the hounJ with which we hunt self-deceit through its 
variou:3lurking covers. Nevertheless we must not let the 
changeableness of our self-deceit carry us too f:.u'. Tn 
other word'S we nlust be careful not to change the sub- 
ject of our particular examen too often. An inapt 
huntsman both wearies his dogs and puzzles them. Ire 
overhunts them. So ,ve shall soon destroy both the 
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speed, the scent, ana the sagacity of our conscience, if 
we are continually directing it upon different subjects. 
'Ye 11111st also be very reserved in talking about our 
religious feelings. The n10re we detect ourselves in 
self-deceit, the nlore silent 11lUSt we become about our 
own spiritual state. Heligious talk is a very feast to 
self-deceit. 'Ve n1ust also endeavour to walk purely 
by faith. Eyerything about our de\'otion should be 
as inward as is discreetly possible. 'Ye nlust not go by 
what chance advisers tell us, or by what SOUle saintly 
religious is reported to have said of us, or by what 
SODle supernatural nun is considered to have hinted 
about our guidance. 'Ye l11uSt not let the habit of 
looking for outward providential tokens lnaster us over- 
11lllCh. The light, the road, the circunlstances, the 
tenlper, of faith,-here is our safety; and, what is luore, 
here also is our perfection. 'Ve HUlst relllCluber too 
that censoriousness, bad enough always and anywhere, 
h
s a peculiarly injurious effect upon the soul, when it 
is in actual conflict with self-deceit. Indeed, as a rule, 
all excess in talking, even ,vhen it is not about our 
own spiritual life or the characters of others, may be 
recrarded as a P ower of self-deceit. The tonaue has 
o 0 
nearly as much to do with lies of thought as with lies 
of speech. 
, 
But above all things let us beware of one grand error. 
I t is that of thinking, frOlll the delusions and entangle- 
lllCnts of the spiritual life, that God is as it were in
idi- 
ous, that lIe beguiles us into conunitting oursel Yes, and 
then stands by IIi
 bargain regardlesg of our infirn1Ïty. 
There is often an appearance of thig in sonIC of the 
complicated situations in which an ahuost illeyitable 
self-deceit has placed us. SOlIlCtÍ11les there cOlnes a 
15 


LIBR RY ST. t 


., 


LEGE 



226 


SELF-DECEIT. 


complication in the spiritual life, which looks like the 
end of the world, so hopeless is it. I
 may even affect 
our outward life, if we are placed in charges of great 
responsibility. It looks like the end of the world; or 
is it a possibility of nladness? Self-deceit is in some 
,yay or other concerned with it, we may be sure. 'Ye 
must therefore culti,'ate confidence in God as a most 
special remedy. 'Ve must cultivate it as a habit of 
n1ind
 as well as an mllotion of the heart. Goel never 
wishes to entrap us, or take us at a disadvantage. 
Yet, in fighting against self-deceit, it is perhaps the 
n10st distressing of our tcn1ptations to think thus un- 
,yorthily of the straightforwardness of God's paternal 
love. 
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VI. 


THE PLACE AND HOUR 'VllE
 WE BECO:\IE TRUE. 


Shall ,ye ever he real? Shan ,ve ever put off this 
teasing, clinging falsehood which adheres to all ,ye do, 
and say, and suffer, antI are? Our sou]s manage to 
disentan o le therllselvcs out of our bodies; but it is a 
o 
sh:trp process. Perhaps the process of extricating our- 
selves out of the n1eshes of self-deceit will not only be 
like that other process, but may be nothing less than 
a part of it. If we look at what is practically success, 
then self-deceit may be regarded as curahle. If we 
look at absolute success, there is no cure for it short of 
death, which is obviously an extinction rather than a 
cure. The knowledge that self-deceit is never com- 
pletely overconle only nlakes us pine the more for 
heaycn, and for the far-off springs of everlasting truth- 
fulness. Earth cannot do all the work. Sonlcthing 
must still be done beyond tho grave, or in the act of 
descending into it. 
But is it so? 'Yill nothing make us real? Think 
of sorrow, and of how nlany cloaks it strips the soul. 
True. Sorrow is one of Goel's nlost ablebodictl labourers. 
It c100S great things. and works thoroughly what it has to 
work. But it cannot cope with self-deceit. It is not 
its line. On the contrary it often only increases our 
power of deceiving ourselves. There is a vast deal of 
unreality in n10st sorrow. It muffles our conscience. 
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One 1110111cnt, it puts our soul into stu.died positions, anel 
the next nloment, it throws it into confusion. It holas 
a n1Ïrror to us, in which we see ourselycs caiicatureJ. 
The ÏJnage i::; often exaggerated,. always distorted. 
Consolation degenerates rapiJly into flattery. Bodily 
c01uforts creep in, and no one turns theill fronl the 
door. Prayer tends to be peevish. The atmosphere 
of the house is the spirit of dispensations. The teln- 
perature in which I110U1'ners dwell, except the mourners 
anlong the poor, is always relaxing. Hence it is, that 
in sorrow we so commonly lose sight of Goel, and so 
unsuspiciously magnify ourselves. Too 11lany of us 
haye to look back on seasons of grief rather as breaks 
and interruptions in our spiritual life, than periods of 
luxuriant and at the same tÎ1ne hardy growth. Eyen 
,,
hen sorrow sanctifies, it does not deli,Tcr us fr01n self- 
deceit. It has no gift that way. Glorious sorrow! 
alas! we treat it vcry ill. For not unfrequently, so 
far from its 11laking us 11lore true, it seenlS like a joint 
conspiracy of God anù self and our frienlls to deceive 
us the more c01npletely. Yet this is not sorrow's fault, 
but ours. 
'Yill joy then make us true? No! Perhaps it may 
decei,'e us less than sorrow; but it decei,'es us griey- 
ously. There are certainly sonle natures which expand 
in the sunshine, S0111C characters which undo their folds 
and uncrcase thenlselves in the presence of strong heat 
31111 bright light. 'Yith such persons joy seems to 
unlock the heart like wine, and a heart that has been 
once opened is 110t soon closed a
ain. Joy has even 
sal1ctifiell S0111e souls altogether. But this is not the 
COllInon lot, nor would it have that effect on the 11lulti- 
tude of nlcn. Joy suits admirably those ,,,,h01n it suits 
at all; but sorrow suits the greater nUlubcr. \r e are 
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aU of us no doubt indebted to joy for many bright 
thoughts of God; and certainly he, whose thoughts about 
GoJ are the brightest, will suff
r least fl'OIll self-deceit 
in the long run, though he will have varieties of self- 
deceit peculiar to hil11self. Let us grant, then, that with 
smne men, and those nlore nUlllerous perhaps than is 
generally supposed, joy does n10re than sorrow. IIor- 
tatory books will not concede this to us; but of course 
it is their profession to be disll1al, and we will a'3SUnle 
it in spite of them. Neyertheless the delivery fl'onl 
self-deceit is not all10ng the gifts of joy. Eyen when 
it seems to help us to serve God better, awl not only 
seen IS but actually does so, it hides fr01n ourselves our 
own po,.erty of pure disinterested love. It is hard to 
believe that spiritual sweetness, if not all our own, is 
not in part our own. It is harll to believe that our 
heart, which feels so hot alllill those heavenly ardour
, 
is in reality hardly warnled through, and that, if God 
withdraws His gift, we can be ,,,.ellnigh as nlcan and 
selfish and cowardly as we ,vere before. "\Ve soon 
begin to think that we love God disinterestedly, and 
serve IIim for Iris own blessed sake, and that the fear 
of hell or the hope of hea,.en are motives to which we 
need not now have recourse. But the repeated disen- 
chantment of that idea is one of the most familiar clis- 
cOllIforts of the spiritual life. 'Yhen the joy goes, the 
disinterestedness goes also. The languor of our reaction 
is often also the fault of joy, bcc3.use it has all along 
been deceiving as to the real alllOunt of solid love of 
God which there is in us, and so the spirit of f'lation 
has stolen upon us, and n1en after spiritual elation are 
as broken and haggard, as opiunl-eaters when the effect 
of the drug has passe(l away. Self-love every where! 
I am angry with nlyself for seeing it in so many plac8s 
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where it should not be: I could \ViS}I to think it was 
an hallucination peculiar to lnyself. Look at that 
beautiful sight, that exquisite piece of spiritual statuary. 
It is the joy of a devout soul, running over with sun- 
shine, its very look giving out a sort of silent inward 
11lusic, pouring itself out in aInIost passionate grati- 
tuùe before God. The soul, the Guarùian Angel, the 
mnblems of spiritual graces, the Throne in front of 
which the worship is, ho \v wonderful a group ! Yet 
my jaundiced eye persists in seeing there-self worship- 
ping self, even while it worships God. 
'Yïll suffering deliver us fi'om the thraIJOlll of self- 
deceit ? No! It would not be a universal ren1eùy 
eyen if it did. For suffering is by no n1eans so uni- 
,ersal as men often take for granted it is. Suffering 
is a very dignified word. It ilnports a great deal 
more tlwn the little pains of life, O.t' the ordinary sor- 
rows of humanity. In these smooth times a great 
proportion of men go to their graves, without haying 
had what could rightly be called suffering. They have 
outlivcd those whOln it was natural they should outlive. 
Der.th h2s, perhaps, not altogether kept his incursions 
within these bounds. They have had two or three 
serious illnesses in threescore years. There have been 
the failings of age, following upon a more or less 
arlluous application to their professions. But on the 
,vhole their heritage has been tranquillity. They have 
had a n10dicUlll of pain, an allowance of annoyances, 
a sprinkling of dissatisfactions and disappointnleuts. 
But this does not alllOunt to suffering. The fact is 
that those who have hearts noble enough to suffcr are 
a Ininority of mankind. l\1ost men are too selfbh, or 
too elastic, or too easy-going, or too concentrated, to 
suffer from any event in life, short of those thunder- 
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bolts, which only fall now and then in the experience 
of a neicrhbourhood. l\Ioralists overshoot the 11lark 
o 
when they exaggerate the misery of the world. :1\Ien 
of the world feel the unreality of this prosing, and 
laugh at it, and despise religion, to whose account they 
put it. 
Indeed all this wailing about the "Tetchec1ness of 
the worlJ is but the threadbare pathos of an olù- 
fashioned pastoral. It is worn out. Noone is llloved 
by it, unless indeed it makes nlen bad by irritating 
their comnlon sense against religion, which has no 
ally one half so valuable as conln10n sense. The fact 
is, the world is a very bright world, and, all things 
considered, an extrelnely satisfactory world, so far as 
conlfort is concerned. The wonder is, nay the nliscry 
is, that it can be so comfortable when it is so sinftù. 
IIowever the practical fact is that in these days nobody 
believes the other view. They taste the world, and 
smack their lips; for it is very sweet. If the worlel 
was so obviously miserable, n10ralists would be spared 
the trouble of their exhortations. l\fen are not so bent 
on being llliserable, that they need to be threatened 
with hellfire for wilfully expatiating in dismal and 
repulsive wretchedness. \Yhy warn us so vehenlently 
against the unhappiness of the 'world, when that very 
unhappiness will keep us .from it nlore em
ctually than 
all these admonitions? In truth, the 1110ralists theln- 
selves do not believe their own teaching. Look at them. 
They utter thf'ir lamentations, and enjoy themselves. It 
is the ascetics who are right, and not the moralists. For 
the ascetics adlni
 the charnls of the world, anù are timill 
and nervous about tllenl. They say of the wicked- 
ness of the worl<l, what luoralists say of its wretched- 
ness. They are disluayed by its attractiycness. This 
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is the true view, and eycn the nlan of. the world admits 
the truth of it in his heart. Sonle day. that heart Illay 
be softened by a sense of the worill's wickedness; while 
it is only harLlened now by the preaching of the world's 
"Tetchedness. 
Thus, even if suffering were a deliverance from self- 
deceit, it would be a much less universal renledy than 
we need. But in truth , thouO'h sufferinO' is an anO'el 
ODD 
fr0111 God, and does the work of justice in such a 
nlanner as to make it more like a work of love, our 
own vileness is so great that the results of suffering 
upon us are lnore frequently hun1iliating than other- 
wise. It is often too strong a nledicine for our weak- 
ness; and this 111ay be the reason why the compassion 
of our I-Ieavenly Father in so Inany cases withholds it. 
'Vhen lIe punishes, He punishes far below our power 
of enùurance; and when lIe comes to heal our souls, 
lIe spares us even in the bitterness of IIis remedies. 
J-Iave you ever suffered yourself? Then did you not 
find how suffering concentrated you upon yourself? 
It was so hard to be unselfish, so hard to think for 
others, so almost impossible to legislate for theIne 
There was in you a backwardness to nlake sacrifices to 
others, which would have been incredible to you before 
the suffering came. You never dreamed you were so 
completely your own centre as the suffering proves yon 
to have been. Even God is to reyolve round you. Yon 
look at Him as a power that can lighten your load, or 
as a fountain of consolation, or as a source of nliracu- 
lous strength, or as one to whonl you 111ay lawfully 
complain. But in your own n1ind God has reference 
to you, not you to Goel. 'Yas it not so? But is not 
this going deeper into the thickets of self-deceit instead 
of getting out upon the open plain? 
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1oreover, when interior vigilance is suspend('d:o self- 
deceit is left unresistecI. At best we arc resting on 
our arms, while self-deceit never rests at all. It is a 
great thing for a general to be able to do with little 
sleep, and the devil finds his account in his charac- 
teristic wakefulness. Yet I hardly know a rarer grace 
than inward vigilance in suffering. Suffering wearies 
us. 'Ve cannot keep up so n1any combats on all sides 
so unintermittingly. Like a burn, suffering calls our 
vital heat to itself, to the spot injured. Our other 
limbs grow cold. Onr heart is dangerously drained. 
)Ieanwhile there is no such generosity among our 
spiritual foes as that they should grant uS a truce, and 
not harass us in front while suffering is charging us in 
the rear. But, by wearying us, suffering also blinds us. 
If we do not perceive this in ourselyes, we do not fail 
to notice it in others. K othing strikes us so Jnuch in 
our intercourse with suffering persons, and in our most 
intÎ1nate ministries to them, as their blindness. 'Ve 
do not know which to admire Inost, the mnount of 
their delusion, or its unsuspecting tranquillity. A 
tilne of suffering is for the Inost part a time of un- 
reality. Suffering there will not extricate us from that 
which its tendency is rather to increase. 
'Yill death deliver us fron1 self-deceit? It will come 
nearest of all things to doing so. Being dead will 
deliver us, but not the act of d:ying. But can we be 
unreal when we are dying? The experience of death- 
l)eds is at hand with a melancholy affirn1ativc. How 
far it is conscious unreality or unconscious, how far, 
that is to say, it is a moral act, is another question. 
TIut there is no doubt, that even good persons can be 
sOlllewhat dramatic in death. The dying bed can be 
the boards of a playhouse. 'Ye can act even then and 
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there. The desire to please wInch is so deep in our 
nature appears even then, and anÏ1n
tes the desire to 
give edification. The olJ ROlnan is not the only one 
"ho has gathered his toga round hiln to die gracefully, 
though it was but a heathenish grace to seek. IUlleec1 
perfect simplicity is not COl1unon on a, deathbed, 
unless it be a rapiJ ending. Grace seeIUS to wem- out, 
and ignoble self shows through. But not unfrequently 
there i
 HIuch more acting than this implies. Perhaps 
it nIay in sonle degree be referable to a sort of habit 
of playing at dying. which is oceasionall y reconlnlellded 
in pioug books, an(l which pleases certain minds. YÇhen 
a man has been inventing last words for years, l'ehears- 
ing the manner of receiving the last saCranlel1ts, an(l 
n]
1king pictures for hiIl1self of a. ]uodestly trÌtllnphant 
end, it is difficult to suppoge that all this inl
ginary 
scene-making will not appeal' to a certain extent, even 
in the presence of the gl'ÜU realities. On the whole 
it comes to this. If in life we have already tried to be 
real, death will show us how little we have done, If 
,ve have not nlade that trial in life, we shall only be 
startlecl by waking up to die, anJ then die before the 
aJl1azement is past anJ we can collect ourselves. Alüs! 
few men die Blore than half awake. 
'Vhat then will lllake us real? The Face of God 
will do it. The first kingly touch of eternity will not 
only wake us, but it will heal us also. Self-deceit is 
the king's evil of the soul, and the Sovereign's hand 
alone can cure it. The self-knowledge flashed npon us 
by the glance of Jesus at the judgment will in one 
moment unclothe the soul of all untruthfulness, and 
clothe it in its vesture of immortal truth. The utter 
self-abasement caused in us by the rayishing beauty of 
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natures. 
Clearly, then, the nearest appro
ch to this which is 
pos
ible on eaúh will be our best defence against self- 
deceit; aud the nearest approach to it is the serving 
God out of personal love. Love, not all love, but 
di, ine loye, has a speddty to Inakc us real. Con1IDu- 
nion with God eats away our unreality, sOlnething after 
the fashion of a sacrmnent. 'Ve catch simpli<:ity as 
part of the likencss of J ('sus; and it is IIis likeness 
which loye Elstens on. 'Yhen we look out of ourselves 
in loving faith, our inward processes are fewer in num- 
ber, and amaÛngly sÎ1nplificd. TIut their majesty is 
only enhanced by their simplicity. 'Yhen our interior 
life is reducecl to a single operation of grace, it is then 
that we are safest. 'Yhen 111any things are going 
on in us at once, there is little growth, and nUlCh sclf- 
deceiving. 'Ye Inust look out to God, pass oycr to 
IIim, leün upon Irilu, learn to be one with fIilll, and 
let loye of fIin1 burn love of self away, so that our 
union may be eftt-.ctecl. Out of God all is unreal. 
Away from God all is untrue. Untruthfulness is the 
conùition of the creature. How painfully we fee], 
when we are at our best estate, and eycn bettcr people 
than ourselves when they are at their best e
tate, that 
we are helplcssly prctentious, indeliberate unrealities, 
unintentional hJPocri
ies! It is a sober cheer, that the 
tin1e will come to all of us, when we shall play parts no 
nlOre: neither with others, nor with oUi'selves, nor Jet 
with God. 
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'Ye go to confession every week, and we are what 
we are. lf we think soberly of this fact, it is about as 
great a mystery as any which either nature or grace can 
show us. Confes5ion is a 'Stupendous work in which 
God and lllan combine to do great things. 'Ye take 
pains with our confessions. 'Ye use at least ordinary 
diligence with our examinations of conscience. 'Ye pay 
particular attention to our dispositions. 'Ye receiye 
absolution. This happens weekly, and we remain what 
we are. If anything is w'orth enquiring into, this is. 
Instead of going through the n1ystery, in order to arrive 
,at its explanation, I will giye the explanation first, ana 
consider the n1J"stery afterwards. For the explanation 
is practically of nluch greater ÏIllportance to us than the 
mystery itself. One)s a mere fact; the other is a 
lesson. If "We are really in earnest about our souls, 
there is no lesson we have more need to lay to heart 
than the one which explains the 1ittle fruit which comes 
of frequent sacranlents. The lesson is, that holiness 
depends less upon what Yfe do, than upon how we 
do it. 
This axiom, then, is to be our text: Holiness depends 
less upon what we do, than upon how we do it. It 
sounds comnlonplace enough; but it has sufficient nlatter 
in it for the study of a life, and for the practice of eter- 
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nit.r. In spiritual things the goodness of the Inatter is 
of more consequence than its novelty. So do not let us 
Sl"Dut this trite renlark. In devotion it is better to be 
safe than to be original. 
Reading the life of a saint is a very edifying thing. 
But, when we have read many hundreds of saints' lives, 
we begin to see a great deal which we never saw before. 
'Ye learn a wisdOlll from theIn, which no single life of a 
saint can give. The peculiarities of saints drop out of 
sight. 'Ye see thenl as a whole, as a class, as a species. 
'Ye perceive what is common to them all, and what is 
the foundation of sanctity in them all. This is of far 
1110re importance to us than their individual examples. 
It also leads us nluch deeper. It is getting another 
sight of God frolll a fresh point of view. It is a kind 
of TIible, written historically like the Olù Testanlent. 
It is a Sunl1na of theology. "\Yhat I want to do now, is 
to call attention to one only of the very many spiritual 
characteristics of the saints, looked at as a boJy. Of 
course there are exceptions, exceptions which will rise 
to everybody's thoughts. But they are really so few, 
that they barely suffice to prove the rule. The charac- 
teristic is, that on the whole the saints diù few things. 
Be sure of the truth of this before yon grant it; for you 
will find that a great nlany things follow frOlll it. "\Yhat 
I assert then is, that the saints, as a class, did few things. 
Their lives ,vere by no means crammed with works, 
even with works of mercy. They made a point of 
keeping consiJerable reserves of tillle for theIllselvcs. 
and for the affairs of their own souls. Their activity 
was îtlr more contemplative, than we in these days are 
inclined to suspect. They were nIen who were not 
over-riLlJen by publicity. 'l'hey were men whose devo- 
tional practices were few in nUlllber, an<l remarkably 
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simple in methotl. On the whole their li'7cs seeln very 
ell1pty of facts, disappointingly clnpty. I aIn :1hnost 
afraiLl to pass on to anything else, lest you sho"ulll not 
ha.Ye tÜue to m
ster thi'3 statCll1ent as I should wish. 
It will take us ycars to realize the ilnportance of it. 
The lives of the s
lints often innocently deceive us in 
this respect; especially those lives whieh are modelled 
on the Processes of Canonization. A ch3pter on a 
saint.'s heroic charity will pcrhap
 oyerwhehn us by its 
crowded facts, 111lÜtiplied occupations, incessant nlove- 
Inent, ahnost incomp
ltible offices, superhum:ln activi- 
ties, and the like. "\\T e forget it represents .fifty or sixty 
years, of twelye 1110nths each. But if we turn to the 
chapter on the saint's gift of prayer, we find he spent 
four, or live hours a day in prayer, Or seven as Suarez 
did, or ten as S. Francis Borgia did. Then we see that, 
even without giring the saint any time to eat or sleep, 
his prayer left him no time in the day for as much acti- 
vity as modern life den1anc1s of 1110st of us. Cheek the 
chapter on charity by the chapter on prayer, and you 
will get S0111e notable results about the saints. 
But I proceed. l\Iany saints haye been made saints 
by one thing.* The sanctity of many has been con- 
summated in its very beginning. To these, conversion 
has been the same thing as perseverance. St. Antony 
of the Desert and St. Francis of Assisi are examples 
of this class of saints. Hence it ,vas that the great 
feature of their holiness was its extreme sÍ1nplicity. St. 
Francis' DIanneI' of prayer by repetitions nIay be quot.ed 
as an instance of t.his characteristic simplicity. Think, 
again, of what St. Alphonso and others say of a s
ngle 


· Bellccio enumerates among these, SS, l\Iartin, John the Calybite, Gual- 
bert, Francis Borgia, and Francis Xavier. Solide Vertu, part iii. chap. H. 
art. iii, sect. z. 
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Communion, that it is enough of itself to 111ake a saint, 
or what the Blessed Leonard of Port )Iaurice says of 
gaining Indulgences, that that one practice is a eertain 
roaù to sanctity. \Ye are too nIuch given to swallowing 
our graces without chewing thenI. 'Ve do not extract 
n'onI them one half the sweetness, one half the nourish- 
ment, one half the meJicinal -virtue, which God has 
deposited in them. \Ve are too quick with thenI, too 
impetuous in the use of them. \Ye do not develope 
thenI. I believe the clear knowledge of what grace is, 
its nature, its habits, and its possibilities, would destroy 
half the lukewarlnness in the world; for I suspect full 
half of it comes from impetuosity and precipitation, 
from human activity, and a "rant of slowness before 
God. 
The saints, as a body, do few things. Some saints 
have been nlaùe saints by one thing. One Communion 
is enough to make a saint. These are specimens of the 
hidden wisdOlll of the saints. 'Yhat it comes to is, 
that the only ÏInportant thing in good works is the 
amount of love which we put into thenl. The soul of 
an action is its motive. The power of an action is 
neither in its size nor in its duration, though both these 
are very considerable matters. TIut it::; power is in its 
intf'ntion. An intention is pure in proportion as it is 
loving. Thus, you see, what we want is not l11any 
actions, but a great nlomentum in a few actions. If we 
could give an equally great lllomentum to a great nunl- 
bel' of actions, so much the better. But the fact is that 
we cannot. Actions trip each other up when they arc 
crowded. No one has the use of his arms in a crowd, 
and very little use of his legs. His voice is all that is 
free, and that is not very audible; and in heavenly 
things the voice is a most singularly unhelpful part of 
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us. Dcyotions even prey upon each other, eat earh 
other up, anù then lie dcrmant because, they are gorged. 
In good deeds we cannot unite number and mOluentun1. 
'Ye nlust choose between the two; and there can be 
no hesitation in our choice. One stone that we can 
throw into heaven is worth a thousand that fall short 
of it, and tumble into homeless space. In truth 
".e have thrown stones enough into space already. It 
is sad to think of where they Inay have got to by this 
tilne. Oldfashioned people talk in an uncomfortable 
,ray of a certain payenlent of hell. There is no doubt 
then that the principle of nmuber must go to the wall. 
'Ye n1ake our election of mon1entuln. l\Iomentuill is 
purity of intention. Purity of intention is loye. 
'Ve lllUst not fall into a n1Ìstake here. It is true that, 
as a gencral rule, great Jove gi,'es a facility in doing 
hard things. But I a1U not speaking of an heroic loye. 
I am speaking of such a love as you amI I may soberly 
persist in exacting frOln ourselves, considering all the 
grace W"e receive. Love, ,,'hich is sufficient to giye 
lll01nentum enough to an action to carry it to heaven, 
l1lay not be suflìcient to make a hard thing easy to do, 
neither neeù it be accompanied by any sensible sweet- 
ness. Indeed in Illost cases it is not. :Kay, I will go 
further. It is not by any nleans clear that heroic love 
devours all the repugnances of nature with sufficient 
rapidity to giye cyen saints an habitual facility of action 
in harJ things, any luore than it always nlakes the 
flames of the mart;rrs cool and refreshing, and the teeth 
of the wild beasts as gentle as enlbraces, although it 
has done so to sonle. But it is perfectly clear that 
eyen heroic lo,'e is by no 111eanS unirersally accom- 
panied by sensible sweetness in its exercise. It is oftcn 
very heroic when it is ùricst, and lllùst heroic when it 
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is not so nluch as conscious of its own existence. lIenee 
we must not distrust our actions or deyotions, because 
they have not this sensible sweetness, neither must we 
nlake such sweetness the test of our purity of intention. 
It is no part of real momentum. 'Ye Inust be the 
more careful to bear this in mind, because in mere 
nn.tural activity facility and sweetness are full half the 
nlomentum. If this w"ere to be the case in religion, 
piety 11lUSt begin in sentimentality, grow in excite- 
1nent, and perfect itself in frenzy. There would be no 
help for it. Christian enthusiasnl is a very sober sort 
of detern1Ïnation. It does not consist in neglecting 
c
\lculations, but in running Ì1nmense risks in the face 
of very disheartening calculations. 'Ve agree, then, to 
throw sweetness overboard, wistfully indeed, but quite 
understanding what we are about. 
K ow this doctrine of intention gives a peculiar cha- 
racter to all our actions. 'Ve see that their value does 
not depend upon their size or age, altogether, or eYen 
chiefly. They have to do with God, to WhOlU, because 
lIe is infinite, nothing is great ana nothing small. 
Greatness and littleness are not I-lis standards. Thus 
the capabilities of our humblest actions have something 
in thenl 'which approaches the inexhaustible. Or at 
least they are of such a nature that grace can use thenl 
alnlOst inexhaustibly. ,rho, in the inner space of his 
öwn soul, has ever known what an unfolded grace is 
Eke? 'Ve have given our graces neither tÜne nor 
room. Their capabilities are imnlCn
e. This is one 
of the things which nlakes holiness 80 difficult. "
 e 
are always falling so far short of our grace. 
rake the 
saying of the Angelus three times a day. "\Yhat is it 
but saying a short prayer when a bell rings ? Yet 
years of saJing it, with great love, with intense atten- 
16 
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tion to God, with an interior spirit of jubilant thanks- 
giying for the Incarnation, ,,,,"ould take us half way to 
heaven. Kay, one such saying of it, "if we calne to 
that, could Inerit heaven. This illustrates the inex- 
haustibleness of grace. Then is it not true that the 
saying of the ....4..ngelus is really a very considerable 
difficulty? 'Vhen the bell startles us, how far we 
find ourselves to have been frOln God, by the very fact 
that we hardly get back to HÜn before the prayer is 
over! 'Ye are thrown into a bustle. "\Ye sometimes 
l1ar<.11y know what we are saying. If some one inter- 
rupts us by cOIning into the room, we do not know 
'where we left off. No devotion can be less satisfactory 
to us. Yet, when it is over, how the study, or the 
conversation, pieces itself naturally and painlessly on 
to its antecedents, as if there had been no Angelus, 
while there was something positiyely painful in the 
effort we made to put Gurselyes together for the act of 
prayer. Perhaps the Angelus is often rather a fountain 
of venial sins, or slovenlinesses, than a prolific source of 
111erit, as it ought to be. The good it has done us 
has often come rather from the external admonition 
'which it is, than frOll1 its being an act of interior wor- 
ship. It seems to 1l1e unconlmonly difficult to attain 
to a satisfactory saying of the Angelus. It so soon 
degenerates into praying against a bell. The difficulty 
I find in saying the Angelus always shows me more 
than anything else the inuneasurable distance between 
holy persons and nlyself. It illustrates to me the way 
in which a man nlust possess hiInself, and he recol- 
lected, and always ready to give the due mOlnentum 
to his actions, and therefore how few they should be, 
in order that he Inay have time and room, not so l111lCh 
to do what he has to do, as to do it well. 
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It is only in excrpt.ional cases that coolness and calm- 
ness are compatible with having Dluch to do. 1\Iultitude 
is not simplicity. Things that are done for God should 
be done very cleanly. They must be shapely, as well 
as vigorous. 'Vhat a beautiful thing, doubtless, was 
the Angelus of St. Francis of Sales! There was more 
in it than in a week of our devotional failures. "1wn 
a man has to make a great effort, he must carefully put 
himself in a position to make it. 'The saints threw 
immense effort into their least actions. IInmense 
efforts cannot help being lÏInited in number. lIenee 
the saints were men of few action.g and of few devo- 
tions. Their power was love; their touchstone pure 
intention. They concentrated everything upon their 
intention. They made it do duty for eyerything else. 
It was their compendium of holiness. 'Yhen we, who 
are not saints, want to be bett.er than we are, we add a 
new devotion, put on an additional mortification, under- 
take a fresh work of mercy, or give more liberal alms. 
All this is most excellent. But, as an animal betrays 
itself by its instincts, however long it may have been 
domesticated, so we, who may be always reacting the 
lives of the saints, betray by all this that inadequate 
yiew of holiness which belongs to the inlperfection of 
our love. Our first impulsive notion of greater sanc- 
tHy is some form of addition. The only variety is in 
the choice of what we shall add. The saints live in a 
roomy day, a day of few actions; they lessen these few 
as their feryour increases, perhaps make them still fewer 
by way of ac1v
n('ing Dlore rapidly, and then throw 
harder, that is, fling a more nervous, energetic inwarl 
life into wh3t they do. Thig appears to me the whole 
account of the saints. To begin, therefore, to follo'w 
the saints we must repudiate the addition theory. 
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1\ OW that we have got together this little collection 
of facts and principles, our next step must be to apply 
thenl to the results of frequent confession. They nwy 
all be sumnled up in one sentence, The saints were 
Inen, who dill less than other people, but who diJ 
what they had to do a thousand tÌInes better. 
'''"hat then is confession? It is one of our actions. 
Or rather it is a nlixed act, partly by God and pm'tly 
by man. It belongs therefore to the supernatural 
orJer. It is an action of immense significance, of 
superhunlan power, and it may be of incalculable 
worth. The yery fact of its combining in itself the 
agencies of the Creator and the creature is enough to 
show us of what value and consequence it is. If a fe,v 
common actions done perfectly are enough to make 
saints of us, what may we not say of a few perfect 
confessions ? Yet we go to confession ,veekly, and 
are what we are! Literature is a power on earth, 
and a power in the natural order, whose Ï1nportance 
it is not easy to exaggerate. Different nations ha\e 
had their literatures. Each nation has had various 
schools of literature at different times. They have 
stood to the progress of civilization in the double rela- 
tion of cause and effect. They have stamped epochs. 
They have been dominant, or nearly donlinant, over 
the nlanners and nlorals of their times. They haye 
therefore indirectly decided the eternal destiny of mul- 
titudes of individual souls. Yet no one school of 
literature, nor all itß schools put together, can compete 
with a single good confession in beauty, or importance. 
Philo:sophies have risen and fallen on the earth, and 
have reigned successively, anù have reigned energeti- 
cally; and each systenl thought itself the perfection of 
the world and the solution of the grand diffi
ultJ. Yet 
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t11
 hom.eliness of one good confession is a better thing 
than the subtleties of the lnost profound intellectual 
systenl. :No revolution, though it may uncrown a 
king, and eIuancipate a people, is of so much conse- 
quence as a good confession, though alas! it supplies 
nlultitudes of souls with superabundant matter for 
confession. Koone must underrate the importance 
of scientific discoveries. X ot only nlay the willer 
di.,tribution of comfort and the elevation of the tenl- 
poral wellbeing of the world depend upon them, but 
happiness and morals are often implicitly concerned in 
thmn. Yet no discovery that was ever nlade can com- 
pete in real intrinsic importance with a good confes- 
sion. Nevertheless all this is a feeble and inaflequate 
way of attaining a true notion of the grandeur of 
confession. 
Confession is an act of faith on the part of the crea- 
ture. It is also an act of the lllOst concentrated 
worship. It is a breaking with the w.orld, and a 
turning to God. It is a triumph over millions of evil 
spirits of huge power and, conlparatively with us men, 
ûf unbounded intellect. It is the beginning of an eter- 
nit.y of ineffable union wit.h God, and confers the right 
of beholding the Invisible face to face. 11. man sees 
in a fellowcreature, as sinful as hilnself, perhaps even 
evit1ently more unworthy, thp form and features and 
real jurisdiction of the Incarnate Son of God. He 
kneels at his feet as if he were divine. lIe narrates to 
him the most secret shames and biJ.J.en sins of his soul. 
lIe submits to his questioning, as if he were the abso- 
lute and ultimate Judge of all the earth. lIe listens 
with meekness to his reproof, as if it were God I-liIn- 
self who spoke. lIe lea.yes to him the fixing of his 
punishment. lIe giyes him rights over the arrange- 
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nlcnt of lnuch of his external li.fe. Ile nlakes this 
narration of his sins with a profound 
orrow, a sorrow 
which is based on no Inere hUlllan disgrace, tJr for- 
feiture of worldly honour, or ruin of tenlporal interests. 
It is not eyen based only on the fear 'of divine punish- 
11lents, .without sonle admixture of divine love. lIe is 
sorry with a sorrow, to which neither all the power nor 
all the wisLlom of the worlJ can help hinl, but which 
is itself the supernatural gift of God. I-lis sorrow 
involves a detestation of his pa
t sin, which is another 
gift of God. It is accompanied also with a finll deter- 
Inination never to offend God again, a dcterlnination 
which chooses between the will of God and the liberty 
of sin, and elects God's win, whatever cost it n1ay 
be found to involve. This energetic determination is 
the thing which he has taken most pains about. Neither 
has he con1e to it without study, effort, and diligence. 
1\" evertheless it is God's gift rather than his own attain- 
111ent. His act thus c01npleteJ, with nlllCh help and 
interference on the part of God, God IIÌlllself begins 
Ilis exclusive part. One of Ilis creatures, a fallible a8 
'well as himself a guilty judge, pronounces sonle few 
,yords, and straightway, though in\'isibly and spiritu- 
ally, there falls from the veins of J csus a shower of the 
Precious Blooù, shed hundreds of years ago and re- 
sumed three days after it was shed, and bedews the 
sinner's soul. .A.ll his guilt is done away instanta- 
neously. Tus state is con1pletely changed. l\IallifolJ 
works are done in his soul, such as the rcinfusion of 
certain supernatural habits, the revi\?al of dead nlerits;. 
and a comn1unication of the divine nature. IIis change 
can only be paralleled with that of a devil into an angel. 
All heaven is stirred at the event. It is the special 
subject of an angelic jubilee. No angel or saint could 
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have done it, or even have applied it as instruluents. 
It is the inlluediate action of the Creator on the soul 
of Iris creature. This is a nlodest description of a 
good confession, kept very luuch within bounds, and 
which n1ight have been heightened by nlany other 
seen1Ïngly lniraculous phenomena. In its meas ure and 
degree, without the reinfusion of habits, and sundry 
other changes, the same supernatural apparatus attends 
upon the confession of venial sins. GoCl is not less 
active, nor grace less mysterious in the 
ct. Yet thi
 
is the act, which we with God perforln weekly, and are 
what we are! 
K ow from such an action as this, what results 
might we not expect? 'Ye can only compare it to 
baptis111 or to luartyrdom, one of which pernlanently 
changes our state and ilnpresses an abiding character 
upon our souls, and the other admits us to the Ï111mcdiate 
.Vision of God. Indeed there are many analogies be- 
tween these three actions. TIut let us moderate our 
expectations. 'Ye shoulù at least expect great things 
to follow from a valid confession; ,ve should look for 
nlarkeù changes, and enduring results. In truth such 
results woulJ seem unavoidable. The action involves 
so very much on our part, and holds in itself such a 
yast amount of divine agency, that, if it be valid at all, 
it IUust go forth on its way conquering and working 
n1Ïracles. Let us take any saint we please, and con- 
siJer the build and fashion of his holiness. Let us 
measure the height of his prayers, the depth of his 
hUlllility, the breadth of his love, the length of his 
austerities. Surely less grace than goes to a valid con- 
fession might, were it hanùled judiciously, accomplish 
as nllwh as this. If a valid confession can send a life- 
long sinner and a public crin1Ínal from the scaffold to 
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the bright, inner heayen, surely also. the making of a 
saint is within the cOlnpass of its capabilities. But now 
multiply these valid confessions, the valid confessions of 
us who are aÌlning at a devout life, and are taking very 
considerable pains about it. 
Iultiply our years by 
fifty. Perhaps ,ve have made between one and two 
thousand valid confessions. For eaèh confession we 
have reverently prepared; for each we have examinell 
our consciences, and excited our sorrow; for each we 
have taken peculiar pains anel made hearty prayer for 
our firnl purpose of amendment; each has been gloriously 
crowned by absolution. Now would it not be mon- 
strous to say that these thousand or two thousand grace- 
miracles had nlade no visible change in us, had left u
 
substantially what we were before, ancl had done 
nothing more than possibly prevent us from having 
become something worse? 'Voulcl it not shake a man's 
faith to be told such {l thing? If this were true, must 
not grace be altogether a romance, and the sacraments 
mere rubrics or postures ? Neither can we fall back 
npon the supposition of the invaliJity of all these con- 
fessions. For I am speaking only of careful confes- 
sions, of the confessions of people who are very much in 
earnest, who are not taking things easily, who do not 
indulge in liberties 'vith God, and who are making a 
great point, and a distinct point, of sorrow for venial 
sins, while they are also solicitous to a scruple about 
their purpose of aInendlnent. If such confessions are 
not valid, then none in the world are. 
But let us COlne down from the heights of our im- 
3ginary expectations. "mat, as a matter of fact, are 
the actual results of a thousand good confessions? 'Ye 
have a tolerably clear remembrance of what we were 
twenty years ago. N ow as to the general improvemcnt 
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of our character, what have all these confessions done? 
Is there much palpable change? Is the change solid? 
Is its amount at all proportioned to the anlount of 
supernatural agency, to the quantity of the Precious 
Blood, to the ÏInlnediate operation of the Eternal Creator 
upon our souls? . Again; what has been the result of 
all these confessions in the way of power over the yenial 
Gins and culpable unworthinesses, which we have been 
perpetually confessing? Are we more masters of our- 
selves than we were? Are we much more masters of 
ourselves? Is our browth in self-mastery at all ade- 
quate to.the expenditure both of God and ourselves in a 
thousand confessions? Let us take our tongues. It is 
plain that a man, who lllakes his meditation in the 
lllorning, and does not govern his tongue during the day, 
is a religious sha11). Surely a man, who confesses week 
after week to want of governnlent of the tongue, and 
1vho governs it not a whit better.in the succeeding 
,veeks, ought not by comlnQn laws to be far off from 
being a hypocrite. Yet we shoulll be afraid of laying 
down any such axiom, lest we should only be sanction- 
ing a law, not merely against ourselves, but by which 
if men were judged, they might as well cease to hope. 
For what has our experience been, the e
perience of a 
thousand confessions, in this very particular? ....\.gain; 
what have our thousanll confessions done for ur;; in the 
way of increase of feryour? Is the retro
pect from 
this point of view at all lllore satisfactory? I dare not 
go on, lest we shoulcl lose heart too nluch. The r0:.1c1 
to all amendment lies through some disheartenment. 
But this is so unusually disheartening. Then let us speak 
gently. The result of our thousanc1 confessions has not 
been in all respects what we should have expected 
beforehand. Their influence has been hal:clly up to the 
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Illark. There has been disappointment in the matter, 
invariable even if not excessive. 
But there is no kindness in landing us in a difficulty, 
unless we are also shown how to get out of it. 'Yhat 
is the cause of the results of frequent confession falling 
so far below our 1110St reasonable calculations, nay eyen 
below our lukewarm expectations? 'Ye are sincere. 
'Ve are diligent. 'Ye have faith. ,Ve haye carried our 
faith, our diligence, and our sincerity into our confes- 
sions. 'Vhat then is lackinrr"? "That is the secre t 
o 
want? Pu-rity of intention. A short answer, yet a 
,"ery broad one. This is the whole account of the 
matter, the reading of the riLldle, the 1ight in the clark 
place. 1Ve have not looked simply, and only, and 
always, to God. 
,Ve shall prove this to ourselyes by examining our own 
Illatives. 
Iuch practical good will also conle of the 
exan1Ïnation by the ,vay. ,V'e do not do justice to our 
own insincerity. ,Ve know we are not sinlple; but we 
harLlly know how very far we are from simplicity. Let 
us look then at the diiférent nlotives which pre'
ail in 
our minds at different tiIlles, when we go to confession; 
and let us renlenlber that it is not so lll'Uch wíth these 
motiyes in thClllselves, but with these Illatives as dOllli- 
naut, that we are finding fault. SOllletimes it is rather 
low spirits than sin, which semel us to confession; anel 
this also with a very considerable aJnlixtm.'e of self-love. 
. ,Ve want comfort and consolntion, because we are down- 
cast; and we know that both those spiritual luxuries 
are for the IIJOst part to be founù in confession. ,Ye 
have begun of late to feel a little lonely. God has become 
a little short of being sufficient. Nobody has praised 
us for a long while. 'Ve want a little quiet spiritual 
flattery. ,Ye beliere we can get this fI'Oln our confessor. 


.. 
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Either he is very kina, and indulgent, and prone to talk 
long, and given to consolation: or at least we can open 
our hearts to him in so piteous a way, making our con- 
fession a sort of elegy, with a ùash of exaggeration, that 
we are nearly sure, unless he is unusually preoccu- 
pied, to elicit ll'Oln hilll the honey of which "re stand in 
need. It will disagree with us to a certainty. Experi- 
ence has taught us that. But it can be set right in 
another confession, a confession of a different species. 
Sometinles we have a general feeling of being all 
wrong with God. It is not so luuch from having some 
definite fault upon our consciences, as from an equable 
and universal tepidity. It is like the feeling of an 
invalid before he is ,vashed in the morning. It is a. 
strange and peculiar disconlfort. Confession is the 
bath of the hot dry skin and superficial fidgettiness of 
the soul. So we go to it to recover the sense of being 
right with God.. 'Ye half know, that what is wanted is 
nlOre prayer, more honesty in mortification, a little 
more decisive separation fron1 the world, and, above all, 
an instantaneous putting into execution of good resolu- 
tions, which have been hanging about us for weeks past 
only partially resolved. But all this involves a good. 
deal; and really, we are spiritually so weak just now, 
that discretion suggests that we should take things 
casily. Confession at all events will give us' for the 
tilue, what a little Ennart severity with olu'selves would 
give us permanently. So we will go to confession first 
of all, and discuss the question of severity later on. 
Sonle of us think a great deal of our director's judg- 
lnent of us, and Ly watching him ,ve n1anage to get a 
side-view of it, which is tolel'aLly correct. Now thi8 
judglnent of us we consiùer to be not clui.te the thing. 
If it does not neeù reversing, it calls- for revi"ion. 'Ye, 
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honest souls! haye no self-Ioye in the rI1atter. "\Ye 60 
not want hiln to think better of us than we deserve.. 
Indeed he had better think a little worse of us, because 
it woulel be rather sanctifying, and we look forward to 
being saints SOlne time. But, as he has to direct us, it 
is really of importance to our best .interests .that he 
should at least take an accurate view of us; and some.. 
how if this view of us were a trifle 1n01'e accurate, it 
,,""ould be considerably more favourable. nut what shall 
,ve do? 'Ve cannot argue the nlatter with him. He 
,\?ould at once put that down to ,vounded feeling. lle 
would not give us credit for the dispassionate state of 
mind in ,vhich ,ve really are. 'Ve nlust use God'
 
S:1crament as a sort of stratageIn. 'Ve must shape our 
confessions so as to insinuate into his mind the view we 
would have hiln take. 'Ve must adroitly anticipate his 
objections. 'Ye nlust involve his answer in our ques- 
tion. 'Ve must glide in a very general way over what 
is likely to strengthen his present prej uelices. 'Ye can 
even accuse ourselves of something wrong in feelings 
which he would wish us to have, but which he thinks us 
without. All this must be done, and may be done, 
without any positive untruth; and it should be done 
with all the air of innocence and guilelessness. To be 
sure, it is sad having to make such a use of a very grave 
and reverend sacrament. To be diplOlnatic and con... 
trite, both at once, is a little hard. Still the necessity 
is so urgent, the end in yiew so good, that we ll1ust 
tolerate with a graceful patience the discOlnfort of the 
Ineans. 
It 1nay be that our tÏ1ne has come fÐr going to conT" 
fession, and therefore that we go, not driven by any 
interior necessity, by any desire to be more closely 
united to God, or to be more and more thOl'ough1y 
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'tashed tronl' our iniqnities. It is,the day for confession, 
antI therefore ", ego. "rerun a risl.: now of an invalid 
cDnfession. Howeycr we avoid that, hy taking the usual 
p_lins with OlU
 examination, our sorrow, and oui' pur- 
pose. Still it renl3.ins true that we go chiefly because 
it i::; our time to go. Let nle lllake an observation here. 
It is hard to do well the things that ,ye are doing con- 
stantly. Certainly. But experience shows us that 
thcse things do not tend with equ3.l propension at all 
ti'J.les to becOIne lnere fornlalities. Like other telnpt:t- 
tions, the telllptation to be forIllal has its seasons, its 
dt'partures and its returns. So there are times, for 
which ,ve can see no reason, only so it is, when the 
sacralnents incline to beCOIne fornlalities. Now at these 
seasons we lllUSt not be content with our usual pains; 
,ve must take unusual pains, because the unusual pains 
al'e nèccssary then to get us up to the comnlon point, to 
whieh at ordinary tÏ1nes the usual pains can take us. 
Thus a meditation of ten n1Ïnutes before the BlessC'Ll 
Sacranlent, on the sanctity of God, or on the necessities' 
of our sou18, if adclel to our usual diligence and prepa- 
ration, would put the vigour we need into our cunfession 
of routine. But enough of this. Confessions of routine 
w.ant a treatise to themselves. 
Sonle of us get into a way of never looking at confes- 
sion by itself. To us it is simply part of the prepara- 
tion for conlnlunion. Of course we know that confes- 
sion is a sacrament bJT itself; but we do not know it 
with an energetic practical knowledge. It is to us 
practically part of another cerenlony. Few people do 
justice to the nlÎschieyous tendency of this lllistake. It 
is fertile in evils to the soul. It even goes to the length 
of blunting our faith at last. It interferes with our per- 
ception of the necessity of grace. It diminishes our 
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1110tiyes for loving Jesus, by confusing them. It takes 
off the edge fronl our hatred of sin. 
t operates un- 
fayourahly on our humility, by leading us to dwell too 
much on our privileges and too little on our responsi- 
bilities. It even lessens our appreciation of God"s good- 
ness, by leading us to dwell on it apart from the sense 
of our own wl'etchedness. 'Ye nlust look at confession 
not as a whole, but as a part. There is a propriety in 
confession going before COInlllUnion. But confession is 
an awful sacrament in itself, with separate proprieties 
of its own, deeply to be revered, and alnlost dreaded, 
because of the tingling realities of its contact with 
God. 
SometÏInes, and this is a common fault in converts, 
people go to confession only for the purpose of direc- 
tion. They use a great sacrament merely as a handle 
or occasion for something else, for another purpose, 
a good purpose indeed, but a very inferior and subordi- 
nate one. Thus they put aside all thought of the abso- 
lution, or rather it does not come to them to think of 
it. They have probably not taken so much pains with 
their exan1Ínation, their sorrow, and their purpose of 
mnendment, as they should have done. 
'hey have 
not realized God's peculiar presence in the confessional, 
because they have not come to confession as a sacra- 
ment. lIence confes'5ion often disappoints them, and 
they lose their devotion to it as a sacrament. Their 
irreverence has been. unconscious and unintentional; 
but it has not been the less an irreverence; and they 
suffer for it in their souls. They have come to talk, 
or they have conle to listen. They have not COllIe to 
confess. Thus they confess, not invalidly, but unwor- 
thily, not discerning the Precious Blood and its sp3cial 
sacralllental dispensation there. Experience shows, 
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that, there are few tl1Ïngs more difficult to Ï111plant in 
converts than a real faith in confession as a sacrament, 
and a graye humble advertence to the sacramental 
character of the action in which they are engaged. 'Ye 
n1ust be at great pains in teaching them this, more 
especially if they have been in the habit of going to 
confession while they ,vere outside the church. as it is 
precisely these persons who take the greatest liberties 
with the sacran1ent. This often interferes verJ seri- 
ously with their becOl11ing fervent catholics. Plainly 
it is the old leaven still at work: self is the centre, 
and not God. Direction is more attractive to them 
than confession. 
SQrnetimes we go to confession, because, haying 
sinned, we fear the punishluent of our sins. It is a 
most excellent reason for going to confession; nay, 
D10re than excellent, it is imperative. 'Ve want to 
shorten purgatory. "e want to be in a condition for 
gaining plenary indulgences. Two most excellent 
wants, so excellent that a man has reason to suspect 
his whole piety to be a delusion, if he has them not. It 
is very harù also, while under the pressure of a sense of 
sin, not to let this motive be, not merely present, but 
dominant. Nevertheless we had better take some little 
pains to hinder its being so. ,\yithout losing hold of 
that n10tive, we can push a little deeper by prayer and 
effort, because prayer and effort will both bring the 
grace to do so. 'Ve can put ourselves in God's pre- 
sence, and look at Ilis siùe of the question. 'Ye can 
wish to have OUI' souls cleansed for the sake of God's 
glory, as well as our own safety. At any rate the 
avoiding of hell and the shortening of purgatory J11USt 
not have the action all to then1selves. Some roon1 n1ust 
be left for higher things. There lnust be SOlne loying 
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àeyotion to the sanctity of Goù, in order to do well wlwt 
we do validly. 
These are specimens of the intentions with which we 
too often go to confession. 8elf-loye, yarying as it does 
in alnlost every soul, can vary them indefinitely. Each 
of us best knows his own dishonesties. The coI1clusion 
seems--to be, that we do not habitually go to confession, 
looking simply, and steadfastly, and exclusively to God. 
The consequence is, that very little, con1paratively 
speaking, conles of our frequent confession, so little that 
we can bear its littleness no longer, and are detern1Ïnecl 
there shall be a change. The advice then is, to do fewer 
things, and do thenl better, taking more pains with 
our purity of intention. Do we not often ask ourselves, 
why so few souls are perfect? Surely the answer is, 
That they are kept back by many things, but by few 
things so much as by the too great number of their 
prayers and spiritual exercises.. They do too much to 
do it well. Their life treads on its own heels all the 
day long. They are so pressed by all they have taken 
upon thenlselvcs, that they get into a hurry, anll so 
raise a ùust as they go, and this dust hinders them from 
Eí;cing God. 
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In the world of the soul there are sometimes sha- 
dows, when there are no clouds. It continues clear 
ancl blue oyerhead, but the brightness has passed away. 
"
e cannot tell how the shadow began, or from what 
quarteL' it came. It will go as it can1e, without appa- 
rent cause, perhaps without obseryation. These inward 
shadows have mostly their significance. SometinIes 
they herald the conling of an unusual grace. Some- 
times they warn us of the approach of an unusual 
trial. Yet this last is only another form of grace, 
because it is the occasion of many graces. Sometimes 
they come and go, and we see no results. Neyer- 
thelcss the soul has suffered, and there are results. 
But, whether these shadows prophecy graces, or por- 
tend trials, they are in themselves times of tcn1ptation, 
and require both skill and care in their management. 
These temptations are very apt to take the forIn of 
weariness, that weariness in wellJoing against which 
the apostle warned the Thessalonians, and which in 
their case, as it is in ours, was likely to follow upon 
exciten1ent, although our excitement need not, like 
theirs, arise from an Ï1"nmoclerate intprest in unfulfilled 
prophecy and the thickening signs of the end of the 
world. 
It is of this weariness in the spiritual life that 
we are now to treat: and let us, first of all, 
endeavour to put it before ourselycs, as we have 
doubtless experienced it in our own souls. 'Ye 
may describe it as follows. 'Ye are not aware of 
17 
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having shifted our position. \Ye do not recall any 
grayer sin than usual, into which we have fallen. 
'l
here is no notable change in our external 'circum- 
stances. Nevertheless an imperceptible languor has 
been for S0111e time creeping upon us. We see it in 
the retrospect; but we dill not see it at the time. 
Prayer has beconle an effort. Its sweetness, even its 
repose, has gone from it. A general disinclination to 
good works is added to this general disrelish of spiri- 
tual exercises. Our little mortifications lie like dead 
weights upon us. The lnost sacred actions seem likely 
to degenerate into routine. 'Ve feel the imnlcnse 
importance of an effort, but have no heart to nlake 
one. There have been tirnes when we have thrown 
off far greater burdens, but this one is too much for 
us. 'Ve still have religious sentÏ1nents, but this is 
pretty nearly all the religion we have, which is sensi- 
ble. The light appears to go out frOln the things of 
faith. They are blottecl an 1 confused. Our own 
conscience eludes us. 'Ve have no grasp of it. The 
power appears to have retreated fronl the sacraments. 
'Ve have fallen, we know not how, into a state which 
h1," no little affinity to unhelief. It seems to us that 
we r8a11 y can go on no longer. Perseverance is hope- 
less. Nothing has come of the past. Less is likely 
to C01ne of the future. The present is vacuity. \Ve 
thouo-ht we loved God. Poor souls! are we sure we 
a 
do not love IIÏIn still? ....\.1:18! we lllight 111anage to 
die now; but dying is not the difficulty, the difficulty 
is-to go on livin
. 'Vhat! another twenty Y0ars of 
nlorning InIJJit3.tion", of Jnorning:, noon, anll night 
part.icular ex
tmell,;;, of daily recitations of the divine 
office, of daily resi"tance to teIuptations, of daily de- 
feat;;; by the same petty UIHvorthiucsses! Does it not 
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seenl inlpossiLle? But what if lnatters should grow 
worse? 'Yhat if we shoul<.l conle to disbelieye? 'Yhat 
if we should at last comnlit a mortal sin? Intolerable 
prospect! Intolerable weariness! IIere ,ve are suc- 
cUlllbing, not to our passions, not to temptations, not 
to ponderous crosses, but simply to a feeling of being 
tire<.l! A while ago, an<.l all tIùngs were clear. 
 ow 
we are like men tr.ying to read small print by strong 
moollli 6 ht. There is light enough, but not the right 
kind of light. \Ve cannot be yery far off fron1 despair. 
Yet what a deadly cahu there is about us! \Ye 
are like nlen in a nightnlare, frantic because we cannot 
throw off a loall, which has no real existence; or like 
men sinking into 
1, lethargy, whose fingers open anel 
let fall that which they are in the act of grasping. 
I think we have put nlatters at the worst noW. I 
hardly think I have overstated the evil. I-Ioweyer 
I have not understated it. Of course it is serious, but 
it has no right to be ùisheartening. It may seem 
superfluous to talk of courage to a Juan who is already 
cowed. I ought to reason with you first. But is it 
not generally the case, that the most consoling thing in 
spiritual difficulties is to go well into thenl, and to study 
thenl thoroughly? Even without any professed con- 
solations, they always seem nluch less formidable after- 
'Val'.ls. It is j lIst the SaIne in controyersy. If you 
will not let people prose their own length about their 
diBJculties, conviction rarely follows. But, in nine 
caSèS out of ten, a luan who has talked his fill about 
his objection, finds that he has already answered it 
hinlsdf; and, with sonlC show of fight for consistency's 
sake, easily surrenders, and surrentlers reasonably. 
K evertheles'3 let us take this comfort at startin a. Is 
o 
not our state in its results the SaIne with an interior 
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trial, through which Job was made to pass? " 'Yho 
will grant me," says he in his anguisl
, * " that I might 
be accorùing to the months past, according to the days 
in which God kept me? 'Yhen His lan1p shined over 
my head, and I walked by His light in darlille
s? As 
I was in the days of my youth, when God was secretly 
in my tabernacle? ....\.nd now 111Y soul faùeth within 
111yself, anll the days of affiiction possess nle." The 
trial of a faded soul! It is harJ to bear. But Job 
bore it, came safely to his end, and lies now in the 
bosom of his Heavenly Father. It will be so with us.' 
Doubt not. 
Let us think first, then, of the probable or possible 
causes of this weariness. l\1ost things are adequately 
eXplained by their causes. I am inclined to think this 
,veariness comes more often from not advancing, than 
fronl any actual faults. It is said that not to advance 
is to be going back in the spiritual life. I would venture 
to doubt the entire accuracy of this state]11ent. "11en a 
111311 is endeavouring to get out of sin, it 111ay be that 
eyery step, which is not forward, is a step backwarù. 

t\.lso in the spiritual life it may be true that all pres
nt 
delay makes future progress more difficult, and so les9 
probable. But surely there are many persons whose 
whole life is spent at a stand-still. It is not that they 
are standing still themselves, but that their efforts just 
enable thenl to maintain their ground, and no more. It 
is like rowing a boat against a stream. There is suffi- 
cient effort to counterbalance the force of the streanl, 
but not sufficient to surnlount it. The result is, that 
the boat renlains opposite the SaIne place, not in spite of 
the rowing, but in consequence of the rowing. If the 
rower ceased, he ,",""ould be carried clown the stremll; 


· cap. xxix. xxx. 
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if ne exerted himself 11101'e, he would make way up it. 
It nlay be said that the continuance of the effort is a 
great thing, am,l is substantially progress. It is a great 
thing certainly. It is forming habits. It is augment- 
ing merits. It is keeping in a safe position. But it 
Cln hardly be called progress, at least in the ordinary 
s
nse of the word progress. Lancicius says that not to 
increase our kinds of venial sin is progress. It is pro- 
gress. in the sense of keeping on the road to heaven, 
but assuredly it is not progress in the ordinary accep- 
tation of the worll. It is not even full correspondence 
to grace; for the impulses of grace are always onward, 
always forgetting what has been attained, always leav- 
ing that which is behind, as the apostle tells us. K ow 
nlonotony is disheartening; and when we are out of 
heart, we are at once weary, however little we have 
laboured. If we go on rowing, and ,ve have not passed 
that tree on the bank all the while, we are discontented 
with ourselves; and to be discontented with ourselves 
is also instantaneous weariness. The sense of abund- 
ant grace falling upon us, and no results following, or 
very inadequate reslùts, is sure to fatigue us in the long 
run, and to bring on peevishness, and then vexation
 
and then discouragement. l'tloreover, there are few of 
us who can do without success. The fountains of self- 
love are not self-supplying. Natural activity cannot 
fast; it is much if we can get it to abstain. 'Yhatever 
anlount of effort may go to nlaintain us in the same 
spot, it is not success. 'Ve get disgusted; and disgust 
ÏIuplies weariness. Thus it is that the mere fact of not 
adyancing does in most cases account for that feeling 
of being tll'ed, which unnerves us, and is a real hin- 
ùrallce to us in the pursuit of holiness. 
"r e must not, however, forget that many of the phe- 
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nomena of the spiritual life spring from physical causes. 
Our body can go wrong short of illness,-short of aihnent. 
It is a very delicate and capricious instrument. Th
 
reaction after hard work, different seasons of the year, 
individual constitution, very slight atmospherical dis- 
turbances, all of them tend to bring forth many moral 
results, without the intervention of actual pain or posi- 
tive malady. This is a very difficult subject to handle. 
It is full of dangers. 'Ye are all of us too nluch in- 
clined to make concessions to our bodies. Reliance on 
cOlnforts is quite incon1patible with true liberty of spirit. 
The worship of health is one of the most efficient and 
extensive causes of lukewarmness and indeyotion. At 
the sanle time the fact is true, that our SOlÙ is very 
nluch depcndent on our body. If we begin attributing 
to supernatural causes, whether to the operations of 
grace or to the ,viles of Satan, what is really a matter 
of ncrves or of digestion, we are soon in th
 land of 
mischievous delusions. "r e bccome discouraged when 
,ve have 110 need to be so, and elated when we have no 
right to be so. 'Ve believe our inner self to be the theah'e 
of much that is not going on there at all, and our self- 
knowledge becomes clouded by exaggeration. 
But the important thing to be considered is, that our 
physical difficulties have to be sanctified just as much aI
 
our spiritual difficulties. Bodily disturbance is no dispen- 
sation from duty, until it begins to be sonIetñing like 
an incap::tbility, or at least until the attempt to dis- 
charge the duty woulll be an imprudence. This is the 
common Inistake. Granted, that our evil temper comes 
just now from nerves or indigestion: but not granted, 
that it is on that account to be any the less con1bated. 
The monstrous assumption, which we TIl0st of us make, 
is that this corporal annoyance, which accounts for our 
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irritability or any other sin, also excuses it. For this 
there is not a shadow of proof. To account for a thing, 
anù to excuse a thing, are two yastly different processes. 
Charity may use such an asslunption in our judgn1ents 
of others, in order to justify the ingenuity of its benig- 
nant constructions. But we cannot use it as a plea for 
self-acquittal, and rarely eyen as an argument for din1Ï- 
nution of self-punishment. If ,ve once so much as begin 
to do this, we have not merely taken a step off the right 
road, but we have fallen oyer a precipice. The same 
reasoning obviously applies to luental unwellness, to 
sorrow, vexation, n1isfortune, uncertainty, the sense of 
injustice, ,vounded feelings, or the chafing of responsi- 
bilities. These harasslnents are the sources of many 
things which go wrong in the spiritual life. But while 
they account for them, they do not excuse then1. :For 
these bodily and mental necessities and infirmities are 
just what we have to defend ourselves against, and bring 
into subjection to grace. At the sanle time, we shall 
be more sÏ1nple, childlike, genuine, and straightforward, 
when we attribute the discOlnforting phenomena, with- 
out surprise, to these natural causes, than when we 
fancy all manner of supernatural possibilities which 
have no real existence in our case, and the thought of 
which is in itself enough to do us harn1, because it 
engenders in us a kind of confused and underground 
feeling that we are suffering, or being put through, 
son1ething in comn10n with the saints. K ow it is plain 
that weariness is just the kind of misery, which bodily 
disturbance or l1lCntal anxiety would be likely to pro- 
duce. For both body and n1Ïnd chafe the soul. ana 
chafing makes it fretful, and fretfulness is near of kin 
to weariness. 
At the smne tÏ1ne I am far fronl denying the ahnost 
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incessant action of the Evil One upon our souls in elC 
spiritual life, or frOln confining it to the higher and 
more unusual conditions of those ain1Íng at pérfection. 
It is not the saints only who fight with devils. 'Ve all 
<10 so. Or if ,ve do not do so, it is because we already 
belong to Satan, and are his property. There is no 
doubt that our weariness is very often frOln this pre- 
ternatural source; and it must be acknowledged that 
the thought is a very discouraging one. Yet it is fool- 
ish to expect that there should be no discouragement 
in the lifelong effort to win heaven. There are worse 
things in spirituality than discouragement, bad as it is. 
But perfect humility alone is exelnpt from it. 'Ve 
Inust be content therefore to feel that the Evil One has 
great power over us, even against our own will, but that 
he cannot force us to sin. He can only 111:lke us suffer. 
God is our Father; and so He that is for us is greater 
than all those who are against us. There are perhaps 
no infallible signs by which we can tell when our lan- 
guor comes from this preternatural source. But we 
Inay generally suppose that such is its origin, when we 
feel it in spiritual things, and not in other things, when 
it comes on us instantaneously, when it affects the exer- 
cises of the interior life more than the discharge of 
external duties, and when it keeps palpably increasing 
,vithout any visible cause to which we can refer it. 
Still, even when we suppose our weariness thus to COlne 
up3n us, we are neither to struggle le8'3 deterlninedly 
against it, nor to imagine that we ourselves are to be 
forthwith acquitted of all blame in the matter. 
Not unfrequently this weariness is a punishment for 
past sin. 'Vhen the lIoly Ghost is grieved, the soul is 
,v
ary. An intermittent piety is especially punished in 
this way. If we are easy in allowing outward interrup- 
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tions to break in upon our usual devotions, if for slight 
ailments we suspenll our ordinary prayers, if we per- 
nlit anxieties and occupations to make us omit our 
frequentation of the sacraments, and, above all, if we 
are not punctual and systenlatic in our exanlinations of 
conscience, the feeling of weariness comes upon us as 
,ve return to them. In the ordinary course of things 
perseverance implies freshness. Yesterday is an inlpulse 
to today, and today will be an impulse to tOl1l0rrow. 
Being pious by jerks is common enough; but it is sure 
to be a failure. Excitenlents lnay awaken us out of 
sin, but they cannot constitute real progress. 
But of all the faults, which are punished by this 
"Weariness, the most common, anù the one which has most 

ffinity to its punishment, is the want of recollection. 
Dissipated thoughts, exuberant, unweighed ,vords, an 
impatience under solitude, distracted prayers, objectless 
frittering away of time, passive half-unconscious dream- 
ing, all this is want of recollection. It loosens our hold 
upon God. It blunts our sense of His presence. It 
unlllans the soul, and relaxes all its powers, as if we 
had swallowed sonle deleterious drug. Eyen in our 
solitude we may be unrecollected; for silence does not 
of itself ensure recollection. "\Ve may have dissipating 
pursuits. "\Ve may read too much, or too variously. 
"\,,. e may forget Thomas à Kelnpis' advice, that we had 
better be content to be ignorant of many things. "\Ve 
may spread our attention over too wide a surface. "\Ye 
Inay load our minds with too great an abundance of 
images. "\"" e nlay even insensibly let the thought of 
God do duty for direct prayer to God. Certainly, when 
a 111an is alone, he has to hold his tongue; and the 
nlerc holùing of our tongues is the cessation of two- 
thu'lls of the venial sins of our lives. Nevertheless 
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contenlplative vocations are rare, and when a man has 
not such a "Vocation, solitude, which .is anything nlore 
than occasional, dissip:1tes hinl more than wort{ will do. 
It is easy to unspiritualize our s<?litude. 'Ve know 
that we have done so, when "
e become unbusiness- 
like in om' devotions. An intolerable fit of weariness 
is at hand. 'Ve must be almost as quick as lightning, 
like s3-ilors in a squall, if we would get ready to meet it 
safely, or rather to bear it safely, for it comes upon us 
lllOStly from behind. If it is occasionally a prophecy 
of the future, it is most often a child of the past. 
Self-will also has a peculiar power to bring on this 
weanness. I do not mean self-will in religious things 
only, but a course of self-will even in things indifferent. 
There is something especially corrupting in the follow- 
ing of our own wills, however trifling the things in which 
'we follow them 111ay be. This is why St. Paul tells us 
to do everything for the glory of God. This is why 
kindness is such a help to piety, because it gives us an 
external nlotive in ahl10st all the social or donlestic 
occurrences of the day. To have no nlaster is to be 
a slave. The despotism of liberty is the most de- 
grading of all despotisnls. It vilifies all that is 
noble and generous in our nature. It is incompatible 
with magnificence of action. The grandiloquence 
of self-praise is the highest eminence it can reach. 
l\Ioreover of all despots, self-will is the most base- 
born, and has also the fewest acquired capabilities 
of governing. It is this which 11lakes superiorship so 
seldonl sanctifying, and superiors so hardly saved. 0 
how littleminded any superiority nlakes us ! If it made 
us narrow-hearted as well, we should be hopeless. If 
then you let self-will ride you even in things indifferent, 
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it will gallop you to death, and you will be good for 
nothing for weeks afterwards. 
Then, again, there is a weariness which is the mere 
,yeariness of perseverance. There is something in per- 
severance which is uncongenial to the caprice and 
in'3tability of our nature. To judge from what we see, 
perseverance even in the uniformity of sin is difficult, 
notwithstanding that our corrupt propensities incIine us 
in the same direction. Still more then is this the case 
with perseverance in a line of conduct, which is always 
l110re or less of a constraint, because it is an incessant 
warfare. There is a lnonotony in ,velldoing, and it is 
not a n10notony of success. The same resolutions, the 
s::nne efforts, the same parti21 failure, the san1e round 
of humbling experience, which has beconle as fan1Ïliar 
to us and as uninteresting as counting a hundred,- 
these things, when they go on for years, and are 
stripped of all excitement, which is as oil to the wheels 
of our natural activity, begin to bear very hard upon 
us. Instead of growing easier, as a habit in natural 
things does, piety grows harder. It seen1S as if the 
burden increased with the nUJuerical sunl of years. 
Sometimes circumstances combine to render it almost 
intolerable. 'Ye are like men hanging over a cliff. 
Our whole weight hangs upon our fingers, and they 
are grasping a rock which their own n10isture renders 
every moment more slippery. 'Ve feel that, if some 
unexpected succour does not COlne, our destruction is 
but an affair of minutes. The tide of grace is not uni- 
forIn. It has its neaps as well as its springs. ".,. e 
have for the most part no idea how large a proportion 
of our continuance in devotion is due to grace, and not 
to our own efforts. If the tiùe of grace ebbs unusually 
low for a time, it is quite a terror to us to see how little 
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,ve haye to do with onr own goodness, how little abso- 
lutely, and how much less than we heretofore concei\?ed 
,vas possible. It is a wholesonle terror. The feeling 
of utter dependence upon grace is half perseverance. 
Our confidence in God is al ways in proportion to our 
w"ant of confidence in ourselves. Our helplessness is 
the hopeful feature of our grace. Nevertheless these 
ebbs of grace, these appearances of our perseverance 
being worn through and threadbare, are trying n10- 
ments. In mercy they generally last but a little while. 
TIut when they come in middle life, when the fervonr 
of our beginnings is past, and spiritual habits are not 
yet mature, they are especially hard to bear, and we 
seldom pass through them without a loss. 
Then, last of all, there is no doubt a weariness which 
is altogether supernatural, wholly an operation of grace, 
or at the least a divine pern1ission. God sends it to us, 
not so llIuch as a punishment for sin, as one of the pro- 
cesses by which our soul is to be cleansed, and fitted 
for higher things. It is also true that these divine 
visitations are not confined to contemplative souls, or 
only accompany the more delicate and less common 
operations of grace. They are perhaps more common 
than we suppose. Nevertheless they are rare. ....\.11 I 
need observe about them here is, that there is no neces- 
sity we should kno:w when our weariness is directly 
from God. Indeed it is generally an essential part of 
the trial that we should not know it. It is not neces- 
sary to know it, because the knowledge would not alter 
our maImer of dealing with it. It would only be a 
conlfort. It would not be requirecl in order to moderate 
our discouragenlent. For, if the trial caIne to us as an 
operation of grace, it would probably bring with it a 
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ù
grce of hUll1Ïlity which would counterbalance the 
discouragement. 
These are the Eources fronl which this feeling of 
Vi1"eariness may proceed. Let us next look at the mis- 
chief which it does. 
It makes us leave off good works, or suspencl spiritual 
exercises. It breeds in us a spurious kind of prudence. 
Because we feel a burden, ,ve argue that we have taken 
too luuch upon ourselves. 'Ve have committed our- 
881\"'CS to God indiscreetly. "
e must draw back while 
we can. 'Ve 11lUst abridge our hours of prayer. 'Ye 
n1ust strike off SOll1e of our little mortifications, be- 
cause, though very little, they are exceedingly tiresome. 
'Ye reason like ll1cn who think they neeù not keep 
Lent, because fasting weakens them, and l110re or less 
tells upon their health, which of course it was llwant 
to do within certain bounds. It is in our seasons of 
weariness that ,ve COIne down the mountain a little, 
and put oursclves on a slightly lower level, and applaud 
our timely discretion. Alas! many slight descents 
come to make a consiclerable descent in tirne, and we, 
who began with determining to be saints,-where are 
w'e now? 
\Yhen weariness does not cause us to leave things off, 
it leads us to do them badly ancl perfunctorily. 'Ye 
think our fatigue an adequate dispemmtion h'onl 
vigilance and recollection, as a man ,vho is preaching 
a Lent docs not trouble himself so much as usual about 
distractions in saying Office. Now what if it should 
be true in the spiritual life, that the not doing of a thing 
at all, provided it is not of obligation, is a lcss evil than 
the doing of it badly? I should not wonder if it were 
so. Indeed I am inclineù to suspect it is. At any rate 
the ill doing of a gooa thing is a very great evil. For 



270 


WEATI.rXESS I
 WELLDOIXG. 


it not only fenùers unmcritorious those works by which 
we nlight greatly Inerit, but it makes.thenl also perfect 
nests of venial sins. 
Ioreover such fraudulent " doil1 0' of 
o 
God's work has a special curse attached to it in Scrip- 
ture, and is full of grave consequences to the soul. 
Furthermore, weariness makes us impatient of God's 
conlpany. Holiness is the comp
nionship of Gotl. It 
requires a renovation of the he3rt by grace, the infu'3ion 
of heavenly instincts, a complete revolutionizing of our 
natural tastes, an unearthly appreciation of things, 
before we can taste this cOInpanyof God, and :find it 
sweet. There must be a great change in us before lIe 
can be our resting-place. 'Ve need conversion. 'Ve 
require strengthening with that "perfect" or "princi- 
pal" spirit, of which D3vid speaks in the fiftieth psalnl. 
Now it is our spiritual tastes, which are the first things 
for weariness to vitiate. God becOlnes dull to us. He 
is uninteresting. He is undemonstrative. Ile cannot 
be in the wrong, because lIe is Goel. But He is not 
positively attractive. However was it, that we took 
such delight in prayer? That overpowering sweetness, 
,vas it not simply a physic31 affair? That little dawn 
of love of suffering which began to lighten in our hearts, 
was it not sonle foolish delusion? That delicious feel- 
ing of sinking lower and lower in the sense of our own 
unworthiness, ,vas it not all a mistake, or perhaps a 
dream? 'Ve not only cannot feel as we felt before, 
but we cannot believe that we eyer felt so before. Con- 
verts sometimes do a blanleless wrong to those who are 
still unconverted, because they cannot even in thought 
make themselves nlast
rs of their old position. So we 
cannot understand now the relation in which we once 
stood to God. On the contrary, though we dare not 
put it into WOl\.ls so plainly, IIi'3 vicinity has beconle 



'YEAllIXESS IN WELLDOIXG. 


271 


all annoyance to liS. I-lis very condescension frets us. 
"e would be peeyish in our praye.rs, if we dared. 'Ye 
almost repent we ever went so far with Hinl. Is not 
this a misery? To be weary of God, to turn away 
with ilnpatience fr01n our eternal home, to have taken 
the bloom off this world and to be sick of the other! 
'Ye tire of Him, never to be tired of whOln is in itself 
our everlasting bliss! Oh, if we die in the attempt, 
'we must push on. 'Ye cannot be quiet for an hour 
under the pressure of such unblessed fatigue as this. 
But this leads further. It leads into that endless, 
hopeless business of seeking consolations and recreations 
outsicle of God, ancl shortly afterwards, far away from 
God. I sometinles think that to be near God but out- 
side of Him is to be at a greater distance, than when we 
are far away fronl IIilll, as we speak in the spiritual 
life. To wish to be comforted by anyone but Him is 
always a sad misfortune, and very often a positive sin. 
But to turn away from IIÏIn, and seek in creatures 
what ,ve profess not to have found adequately in Hinl,- 
this is surely of all miseries the nearest to a state of sin. 
As I said, it is an endless and a hopeless business. 
There is no end to it, because it is a search which can 
never find, a chase which never can COllIe up with its prey, 
a journey which has no termination. Like bees among 
distasteful flowers, we fly from one to another, hardly 
lighting, merely tasting; but the honey which we taste 
is drugged. It stinlulates, or intoxicates, or makes us 
drow
y. Thus our taste becollles more and more vitia- 
ted. 'Ye are just as far as eyer from finding what we 
sought, but we are immeasurably farther from what we 
have left. Strange to say! creature-consolation bec01nes 
more of a necessity to us, the less we are satisfied by it. 
The more completely we despair of finding it, the 11101'0 
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obstinately do we persist in seeking it. It is a kind of 
spiritual debauchery, which at last wi\lleaTe the soul a 
perfect wreck, with all its powers of self-recovery gone, 
and with no possible hope except in a miracle of grace, 
the only likelihood of which is in that peculiar love of 
Goel, which seems to be only the more patiently excited 
by the special un lovingness of our desertion of lIim. 
'Yhen ,ve see a soul in such a state as this, ,ve invoilln- 
taril,y hold our breath, as ,,
hen we see a nlan upon the 
verge of SOlne perilous height. "llat then should we 
think and feel, if our own soul is consciously traV'elling 
that ,yay? 
This vain research of creature-consolation, like aU 
failures, and nlore than most failures, makes us peeyish 
with others. 'Ye wreak our disappointment upon thenl, 
as if they were to blame because they were creatures, 
and could not do what God h:1s reserveel to lfimself 
alone the right of being able to do. Peevishness, as 
usual, brings with it the feeling of a bad conscience; 
and anything like true prayer becomes almost impossi- 
ble. In this state of perpetual irritation we soon 
becOlne disgusted with ourselves, and this disgust is so 
little like a humble hatred of ourselves that it is incom- 
patible with it. It is the very antipodes of hurnilitJ. 
It borders closely upon despair, which, rightly consi- 
dered, is nothing more than the extinguishing of humi- 
lity. But we cannot live in such a state as this. It 
would be too unbearable. "... e must restore peace of 
some kind to our soul. "r e nlust sweeten our disposi- 
tions by SOlne means or other. This leads us yet a step 
lower. 'Ye give in to natural repose. 'Ye seek conlpen- 
sation in bodily cOlnforts, for what we suffer in spiritual 
things. Self-indulgence gives us a kind of amiability: 
spurious indeed, and perhaps only teInporary. Yet it 
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'Serves for the 1110nlent, and we are content. This is the 
end of our feeling of weariness. It bas not so llluch 
torn open our spiritual life, as unstitched it. But it has 
done this cOll1pletcly. The old original leaving of our 
bodily comforts was our first step towards union with 
God, and here we are arrived at them again. 'Yho 
then will dare to leave unwatched, or passively to bear, 
this insidious feeling of being tireà, which comes to such 
an evil end at last? 
But, before we conclude, we ought to say something 
on the treaÌlllent of this weariness. This will not take 
us long, because so InllCh has been Ï1nplied already. 
'Ye lllust remenlber, first of all, that our struggle 
against it nlust be equal, whatever the source of the 
weariness 11lay be; because the danger is equal, what- 
ever may be the excusc. 'Ye must not fret and tos
 
unJer it, like a sick lllan who cannot sleep; but still we 
must not be passive. In the next place, we must watch 
with an exceeding jealousy, against all worshipping of 
health. The encroachnlents of this idolatry are very 
insidious. K 0 other angel of darkness simulates an 
angel of light so well. N one can argue so well, or talk 
so reasonably, or so succcssfully feign the excellences of 
l11oderation and discretion. K cvertheless all spiritual 
,vriters agree, that it is one of the ll10st COlnnlon, as 
well as nlost fatal, enemies of deyotion. 'Yhen it 
has established itself, weariness is its firstborn. I-Iealth 
has of course to be considcrell, because it not only 
inyolves our external work, which represents our duties 
to others, but it also rules our interior life, which is our 
intercourse with God. On the whole, in cases of doubt, 
it is s::tfer to dccitle against health than for it. But the 
safest thing of all is to follow the dispassionate judgment 
of others, proviJctl that on the one hand our questions 
18 
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are put fairly, and are not l11cre fishiI).gs for particular 
answers, and on the other that we have not chosen a 
guide, who through goodnature or inc1ifferenee will 
always ratify the demands of our own softness. Yet 
this is hard to do; for, after all, the sick nlan is the 
only Juan in most cases who understands what he 
suffers, better than either priest or physician. Yet we 
kno,v that if he made this his rule of action with his 
body, he would soon be dead; and the case is the SalliC 
with the treatment of his soul. 
It is a custOlll, which many have practisecl with 
arlvantage when this weariness has been upon then1. to 
bind themselves by,.ows for extrenlely short period'3 ; 
vows to get up at a certain hOlu' in the llloriling, or to 
exan1ine their conscience for a given time before going 
to bed, or to persevere in that thing, whatever it may 
be, which the feeling of weariness makes us imagine 
just then to be Ì111possible. But this also is a rule, 
,vhich can only be followed under advice. 'Ve lllust also 
regulate our actions very carefully. Punctuality, always 
a thing of huge inlportance in the pursuit of perfection, is 
now indispensable. It has become a 111atte1' of life and 
death. 'Ve must be quiet and not precipitate, steady 
:lnLl not intermittent. 'Ve must deal fil'luly ,vith our- 
sdves, but it 11lUSt be a very gentle firnlness. ,Ye luust 
consider our weariness either as a punislll11el1t to be 
endured reverently, or as a suffering to be borne L"'l 
union ,yith the Passion of our Blesseù Lord. Above all, 
we lllUSt fix our energies courageously on it, anel not 
allow ourscÏves to underrate its ÏInportance. 'Yhat we 
h
ve already said will surely persuade us to this most 
cogently. For we have seen that it first of all undoes 
01<1 and long habits of good, secondly that it leads to a 
nausea of spiritual things, and thirdly that it pushes us 
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to the distinct ahandonlllcnt of the higher levcl we took 
at first, and to the taking of a lower one, which will 
nlost probably have also to be abandoned in it:3 turn. 
nut it is a great trial, and I wish I could console 
you nlore efficaciously under it. It is a very real suf- 
fering. X evertheless ",-e nlust either push on, or give 
up the strife. As to this last, I ùo not say, ",Vho will 
dare to do it, but rather, ",Yhose love of God will let 
him" do it? It is cruel to drag a nlan up and down a 
room after he has been overdosed with laudanum, while 
he is moaning with weariness, and. entreating to be 
aIlo"'
ed to lie down and sleep. Yet it is one of those 
cruelties, which are part of the inlperiouslless of mercy. 
So ,ve 111USt let ourselves be shaken, and force onwards, 
anù pricked with needles, if need be, an(l beaten as 
though we were flagging beasts of burden. I take it 
for granted, that we are clear about our not doing as 
much for God as we very "Well might do. Let us hold 
on, tired as ,ve arc. ",Ye shall be less tired, when we 
conle to our second wind, if we may be alloweJ so to 
nanle that second feryour, which is so often granted to 
the lukewarrn, antI which spiritual writers too llluch 
ignore. Life is short. The thing is-to be ready to die, 
and to be free from reproach at that dread hour: and 
is there one of us who would quite like to die, doing as 
little for God as we are doing now? 
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The geography books of olden times used to speak of 
regions of the globe, lanel or ocean, where 1110nsters 
dwelt and storlllS were always raging, where SUll and 
l11oon, and wind and wet, and day and night, and the four 
seasons,J\:ept neither tÏ1l1es nor rules, and set at nought 
the bws of lnetcorology, and where lnysterious nlag- 
netic influences reigned, beyond man's understanding or 
control. They were spots which superstitious mariners 
might people with attracti'Te horrors, and to others, if 
they were less interesting than the real wonders of 
phy:Ûcal geography, they had an air of nlysteriou
 
horror round theIn, which is not without its attraction 
still. The worltl of wounded feelings is like one of 
these fabulous worlds of old geography. It follows no 
rule
: The needle ceascs to point to the north. It lies 
apart from all analogies. It is a region of unreasonable 
things. It is full of contradictions ana of confusions. 
Everything, which happens in it, is unexpected from the 
Yèry fertility of its lawlessness. There is hardly such 
a thing as hunlanity in it. It is peopled by individual 
souls, and cach soul is a species by itself. Is there 
1l1uch practical good, then, in penetrating into the 
centre of that anOlllalous world? Is there any chance 
of its vagaries bcing reduced into a science? Perhaps 
not. Y ct observation will teach us a great deal; anù 
we have hardly a right to say that there is nothing to 
be said of a region, which 1110St nlen cross in their way 
to hcayen, and which is precisely the region which 
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those, who are most ca
1.ble of perfection, cross at it
 
broadest place, and so are longest in crossing. 
I suppose there are few men in life who have not 
at tinles, or once at least, sat dowu and wondered, 
whether life were worth the living. If we will not let 
faith sp8ak, there is a. great deal to be said on both 
siJes. F .lith tyrannizes over the question so cOlupletely, 
that it ceases to be a question in her presence. Upon 
the whole, however, nlen seenI to like life. I infer 
this, not only from their reluctance to part with it, but 
from their evident zest in living. The illOst unhappy 
man I have ever seen, I see hÍ1n now in my luinJ's 
eye, obviously relished his life exceedingly. The least 
tolerable thing in life is perhaps its monotony. Some- 
how the life that is filliest of attractions conIes to drag 
at last. 
Umost all lives hav.e got a lanle linlb. N eyer- 
theless, if we strike a balance between living and not 
living, it is in favour of liying, with such a surplus that 
it is not ,vorth while going back to look for errors in 
our sumll1Ïng
 No conceivable errors would put the 
total the other way. But here is a ren1arkable thing, 
that gifted lives are those, about which we may nlost 
reasonably doubt whether they are worth living. Gifts 
bring with then1 an inheritance of pains, as if they were 
out of place in a fallen world like this. The extreme 
delicacy of anyone sense brings with it mOl'e additional 
annoyances. than extra pleasures. Fineness of percep- 
tion, delicacy of taste, keennes3 of appreciation, liveli- 
ness of in1agin:l.tion, excessive sensitiveness of feeling,- 
all these things bring exquisite pleasure with them; 
but in a world, whose constitution has been deranged by 
sin, they expose us to continual shocks and jars, which 
often more than counterbalance the enjoyment. This 
is only what we should expect. Obtuse people feel less 
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than others. They feel sin less, anù the disproportiol1- 
ateness of things, and the host of minor evils which 
haunt life f1'0111 its beginning to its encl. N eve
theless 
all these gifts are great helps to perfection. SOllle 
spiritual wTiters have spoken of some of thrm as if they 
,,-ere inLlispensable. Certainly of SOllie of theln it is 
true, that where saints have not had them naturally, 
grace has infuseJ them. It is of one of these things 
that I am going to speak to you now, a great help, or 
a great hinùrance in the spiritnallife, a source of pecu- 
liar pleasure anù a cause of pecnliar p
1Ïn in the natural 
life,-easily wounùeJ feelings, the gift or the curse of 
sensitiveness. 
Sensitiveness is neither a virtue nor a vice. But it is 
not on that account less intÏ1nately connected with the 
spiritual life. As years go by, their varying circum- 
stances gradually disclose to us depths and peculiarities 
of our own character, which are deep
y concerne(l with 
holiness, yet are not in thenlselves either virtues or 
:dces. They are capabilities of both, and can with 
equal facility lend thenlselves to either. They are 
points in our character, at which we begin to go wrong, 
.or at which grace exhibits a predilection to graft itself. 
Thus they are strengths as well as weaknesses. Sensi- 
tiveness is one of the lnost inlportant of these things. I 
do not see how sublinle virtue can be reached without 
it, 'while on the other hand ",-e beholJ every day into 
","hat depths of incalculable meanness it can plunge 
great Ininc1s, affectionate hearts, and strong characters. 
It is the secret cause of one balE of.the disedifying incoll- 
sLç;tencies of religious people. It ru.les us Inore power- 
fully than any of our p3.ssions. It absorbs our character 
into itself, until it alone almost beconlcs our character. 

t lllakes evcl:JTtlung in life exquisite and exaggel'ated. 
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Our pleasures ancl our pains are both exquisite. It 
belongs especially to affectionate dispositions; yet it is 
not the same thing as tenderness. \Ye lllUSt be careful 
not to confound thenl. Tenderness conles Inuch nearer 
to being a virtue. But sensitiveness without tenderness 
is a very terrible thing. 'Yhen separated frOlTI it, sen- 
sitiveness is for the nlost part allied with cruelty, and 
cruelty is a cOlnplete disability to be a saint. Crnel 
men are more COlnmon than we might have supposed; 
for lllodern society exhibits great facilities and conyeni- 
ences for cruelty. 
1any lllen are tyrants in the secret 
domestic relations of life, who are not only bland and 
yielding in society, but even charm us by a lllanifesta- 
tion of humility, which is not EÏlnulated, neither is it 
altogether unreal. Cruelty and humilit.y often combine 
very strangely. Kay, what too often is domesti
 life, 
because of this cruelty, but a veil behind which lie 
intern1Ïnable regions of unhappiness, trodden wildly or 
trodùen wearily by unsuspected thousands every day? 
Sensitive nlen are also very quick anù keen in their 
sympathies; but these synlpathies are very narrow. 
Generally speaking, such men can only synlpathizc 
with sorrows which they themselves have passed 
through. Their hearts cannot outgrow the circle 
of their own experience. They are often not large- 
hearted men, neither are they forgiving men. There is 
indeed lnuch narrowness both of Ininù and heart about 
sensitiveness, when it is not founel in cOlnbination with 
other things. It is always degenerating into ulllbrage- 
ousne
s, and so darkening the heart, unless that heart is 
peculiarly blithe and sunny in itself. A nlan, who is 
sensitive without being elastic, is a false character, and 
will always be found on trial far worse than he' seems. 
Last of all, a sensitiye man is generally di
inclineJ to 
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an interior life. "1lether it i'3 that all probing is so 
p
inflll to him that he 
hrinks fr01n it, or that he has a 
wider experience than other men of his power o'f self- 
delusion, or that he finds outward kindness a charity so 
difficult to hinl that he overvalues it, so it is, that we 
n10stly find very sensitive men highly inlpatient of an 
interior life, and ahnost inclined to treat it with con- 
tenlpt. It irritates them so strangely, that we may be 
sure there is something in it which is deeply unconge- 
nial to thenl. At the same tin1e, as we shall see after- 
.wards, sensitiveness confers ahnost a n1Ícroscopic power 
upon the conscience, and so enahles us to perceive the 
finer shades of evil, and to correspond to the more deli- 
cate operations of grace. For the present, let this be 
enough as a general description of sensitiveness, and its 
affinities. 
It is a COn11110n gift in its ordinary degrees, but very 
unCOlnnlon in its highest degrees. But in almost all 
hearts the anlount of liability to wounded feelings is 
hardly credible beforehand. It is sufficient completely 
to obscure our judgment, to deceive our affections, and 
to make us forget proprieties in our outward demeanour. 

Ien are constantly placing themselves in false and 
foolish positions under its influence. They can only 
avoid this, either supernaturally through great grace, 
or naturally through a keen sense of the ridiculous, 
which is one of our greatest safeguards through life. 
Sensitiveness is therefore, on the whole, a conlmon phe- 
nonlcnon in the spiritual life, so comnlOn as to justify 
our Juaking it the subject of a scparate investigation. 
All hearts quiver when they are touched. If some do 
not, there are only exceptions enough to prove the rule. 
Pictr, if anrthing, keenly quickens this natural sensi- 
tiveness. Indeed in its earlier stages it quickens it 
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almost to a morbid extent. This is one of the unlove- 
linesses, which cling about recently conyerted people. 
It makes their devotion only a new capability of censo- 
riousness. Thus the mortification of it beconlCS one 
of the primary duties of the spiritual life; and the 
intcnse suffering which this causes is the ladder by 
which we clinlb higher. 
I wish to call your attention to this nlatter, not only 
because it is a very practical onc, but abo because I 
think we hardly do justice to sensitiveness. "\Ye speak 
of wounded feelings, as if they were far nlore wrong 
than they are. "\Ve confound them with the conse- 
quences which follow from them when they are not 
under the dominion of grace. Our own attainments 
are perhaps too low to en
ble us to estimate the mag- 
nificent fruits of wounded feelings, when they are 
cons8crated by grace. Our tone about wounded feel- 
ings is given to be exaggerated, exaggerated eondenl- 
nation. This lcads to nlany eyils; but two especially, 
scrupulOl
lsness and discouragelnent. Theology tells 
us that our Blessed I..4ord's Body was especially forIned 
for suffering. In like lUanneI' we should suppose that 
His Sacred Ileart was sensitive above all other hearts. 
It is this which carries the sufferings of His Passion 
deeper down than we can fullow theIne Our sensitiye- 
ncss, as well as our other characteristics, nlust be 
exalted into a conformity with His. Let us look at it, 
thcrefore, with fairness and 1110deration. If wounded 
feelings are a fountain of yenial sins, they are also a 
capability of great holiness. They do not want killing; 
they want supernaturalizing. Perhaps it is not pos- 
sible for us to l1lake ourselves obtuse; but it is an 
enormous nlischief even to try to do so. If we succeed, 
then we have stereotyped our present lowness in grace, 
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and have gained nothing but a worthless dÏln.inution of 
SOllie of the noblest pains of life. Thus the lllortifica- 
tion of sensitiveness is a peculiar process. It'is not a 
blunting, or stunning, or putting to death of sensitive- 
ness, as it is with vices. TIut it is a brave making 
use of the torture of our wounded feelings to get nearer 
God and to be kinder to nlen. 'Yhat we have to avoid 
is the COllln10n error of blan1Ïng the feelings, instead of 
blmning consequences which would never conle of them, 
if we corresponded to our grace. "\Ve lllUSt bear in 
mind at all tilues this peculiarity of luortifying our 
"oauded feelings, as distinguished fron1 other ll10rtifi- 
cations. This is not a luere subtlety, or a piece of 
metapl]Jsical straw-splitting. I grant that there IS a 
legitimate prejudice against refined distinctions: but 
w'e cannot do without them in the spiritual life. 
Coarseness and roughness spoil everything there. 
Sinlplicity is the highest grace, and the last reached; 
and what is sÏlnplicity but an almost incredible super- 
natural refinen1ent ? 
Sensitiveness affects us in various wa
rs. It lllakes 
us fanciful. 'Ye Ï111aaine offence has been intended 
o 
where it was never dreamed of. It constructs entire 
imaginary histories upon what is often no founc!rttion 
at all. Even where there is a basis of truth, it builds 
upon it lllore than it will bear. It 11lagnifies and ex- 
aggerates things. It puts the wildest constructions 
upon innocent actions. It mistakes indifference for 
intensity. It imagines subtlety where there has only 
been carelessness. I t throws a monstrous significance 
into a chance phrase, and then broods on it for years, 
literally for years. From being fanciful we pass to 
b
illg suspicious. "-here we do not see phantoms, 
we are sure they are IJing in alubush. "\Ye start at 
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shadows. 'Ve make all life like riding a mettlesome 
horse by moonlight, when there are shadows at every 
turn; and there are few things nlore irksonle or nlore 
irritating. Our mind is crowded with suspicions. ".,. e 
forget God. 'Ye become distracted in prayer. 'Ve 
are harJly able to distinguish between ,vhat is shadow 
and what is substance. \Ye give shadows the power 
to hafln us, as if they were substances. It is difficult 
to say whether we grow more intolerable to ourselves, 
or to those around us. From being suspicious we pass 
to being umbrageous. \Ve grow moody, and bitter. 
'Y è adll sulkiness to our suspicions. There is no deal- 
ing with us. If an offender begs our pardon, we do 
not forgive him. 'Ve discover some new offence in the 
very act. lIe had no right to beg our pardon. lIe 
put himself into a position of superiority by doing so. 
'Ye are angry with him for it. It is just like hin1. 
It is a piece of conceit and forwardness. Ile should 
have waited till we made the advances. 'Ve will not 
believe he is sincere. On whichever side men take 
us, they will find us equally unmanageable. They 
,,
ll meet with nothing but rebuffs. K ow what grace, 
what conceivable Christ-like thing, can grow in such 
an atInosphere as this? 
:But shadows distort the bulk of things. So, when 
,ye are ulubrageou.s, aU our feelings connected with 
the subject-matter which annoys us, are displ'opor- 
tionate. This l('ads us into all nlanner of Inistakes. 
".. e attach the w.rong things to the wrong persons. 
'Ye do not know where to take our aÏ1n, the outline 
of the shadows is so swollen and uncertain. "\Ve make 
people ;think we are much worse than we really are. 
'Yhen v.e C01l1e forward of our own accord, we do so 
in 4tn ungraceful way. \rhcn on the contrar). nlcn 
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COlne upon us, our manner is startled and menacing. 
Hence comes excitenlent, excitement which by mQrosely 
brooding over itself becomes a sort of suboi'dinate 
madness. Then it is that we beconle almost incurable. 
For then it is that we beconle as sure that we are in 
the right, as if it had been revealed to us. The proofs 
of the unkindness of others are overwhehnin a . ,Ve 
o 
put our evidence together, and get up our case again
t 
our bcst friend, it may be, or at least against an unhap- 
pily offending friend, as a barrister gets up a case 
against a murderer. The excitement burns our juclg- 
Inent into us, as the fire anneals the porcelain and fixes 
the pattern and the colours. ,Ye shall never change 
our Ininds now. Then C0111e the sins, outstrcaIning 
like a 1l10untain-torrent,-thoughts, words, actions, 
manifold displays- of outward irritability. Everyone 
of these is 1l10St likely irrevocable. 'Ye have dropped 
a mere word of bitterness, and it clings like a stain 
to the poor offender for life. It Inairns his power of 
doing good. It throws a shadow over his sunshine. 
,Ye stand between God and him. Yet perhaps the 
offence was inlaginary, or perhaps it was nothing like 
so great, and aftcr all, what was it when weighed 
against past kindnesses? ,Ye have now got very far. " 
,Ye have come in sight of hatred. It is possible now 
for us to hate. Possible, yet is not the mere possibility 
terrific? 0 who can set bounds to the unmercifulnes3 
of a sensitive man? 
This is the bad side of things. Here is plenty of 
occupation for a holy self-revenge. There is abundance 
to mortify in all this. ,Ye must be very unsparing 
of ourselves. A touch will not cure the matter. ,Ye 
must hold the caustic firnlly, and press it hard,. ana 
keep it long on the place, even while we trenlble, and 
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are Øll the brink of fainting. ",Ye must renlember we 
have conle in siaht of hatred in our own souls, and no 
b 
panic is out of proportion to such a terror. ,Ye nlay 
plead our health, as being in a great l11Casure to 1laIne 
for these ugly developenlents of our sensitiveness. Y cry 
likely this is true. It often seenlS as if nlen had only 
a giyen quantity uf grace, a given quantity of patience 
for exan1ple; and the endurance of pain draws upon 
the bank till it breaks, and we have no patience left to 
pay others with, in the little rubs and affronts of daily 
life. Indigestion will Inake even a bright-minded. 
limpid-hearted man lunbrageous. But the truth of all 
this is no defence, and only a poor extenuation. But 
at any rate it is no exen1ption frOlll the obligation of 
nlortifying these wounded feelings. ,Ye nlust be swift 
also, as ,,-ell as unsparing. ,\"" e HUlst work <lay and 
night, as nlen do on the railway when a bridge has 
hroken down. All traffic between heaven and Olu'selves 
is interrupted, till we have got the ruin out of the way. 
Those grim labourers by torchlight in the thick dark- 
ness of night, they are our models in this desperate 
task of nlortifying our wounclecl feelings. 
I do not think that sensitiveness is an evidence of 
our fallen state, but only that certain <lcvelopelnents 
of it are so. On the contrary I believe that in itself 
it is a grand gift: and that he is nlost fortunate who 
is most sensitive. Yet it runs into what is wrong so 
swiftly that it always seenlS wrong, and therefore causes 
us more unhappiness than it need do. The quickness 
to fèel an unkindness, the tenderness which nmkcs us 
shrink before we are tou
hetl, the subtlety which causes 
us to fancy unkincl intentions when there were none, 
the delicacy which is ahnost crushed by little rough- 
ne.sses,-these are cyidL'ntly without a shadow of sin. 
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They arc not nloral actions. They are both iuvoluutJry 
anll indeliberate. They are our character and consti- 
tution. Grace I11ay change and elevate theIll, n13Y 
fortify thelll with a gift of the Holy Ghost, and coun- 
terbalance theIn by making us love God more fervently 
ancl care for His interests more exclusively. But 
meanwhile thcy are not wrong in thelnselves. )Iore- 
over the first nloments of our sensitiveness, the first 
ideas, the first imaginations, the first ÏInpulscs, are 
wholly free frol11 sin; and n1anJ persons woul e ] be 
much happier if they could always bear this in n1Ïnd. 
'Ye are cast down if we feel a thing with exceeding 
keenness, which is in reality a feeling we cannot help, 
a feeling, which if it is to be oyerco, 111e can only be 
overCOl11e gradually and in the long run, as the result 
of continuous processes of grace. Our self-annoyance 
ought not to begin till we proceed to act upon our 
scn'3itiveness, whether inwardly b
r deliberate thoughts, 
anù that brooding which is a proxilnate occasion of sins 
against charity, or outwardly, by word, manner, or 
action. N eithcr is the undinlÏnished keenness of feel- 
ing to be regarded as any proof of imnlortification; yet 
how often are people overwhelmed with sadness, be- 
cause they have n1Ïstaken it for one! 
In order to understand in what the Dlortifica tion of 
our sensitiveness consists, let us t:1ke a case. Sonle 
shadow has con1e between us and one whOIn we 10n
, 
and whOIn we continue to love in spite of the shadow. 
The shadow bro:1dens, lengthens, thickens, we h:1rdly 
know how. 'Yort1s of his are reported to us. They 
have a duhious, if not an unkind sound, about them. 
'Ye are stung, and the pain is so great that we wince 
lmtler it. 'Ye know very well that words taken out 
of their context are ycry diffcrent f1'0111 what they are 
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in it. Experience has taught us that reported words 
are hardly ever exact; and even when exact, they put 
on a new character by being separated ii'onl nlanner, 
tone, look, alkl circumstances. The unkindness of 
reported words is nlore often from the mind of the 
reporter, than from the n1Ïnd of the original speaker. 
A nlan given to report things is never a kind nlan. 
Ile is no better than a bird of prey, given to feed on 
the garbage of the baser parts of our poor nature. 'Ye 
know all this. Nevertheless we are stung with the 
words. They rankle. There was poison on the arrows. 
Then conIC sonlC actions, or looks of our frienJ, which 
adn1Ït of an unkindly interpretation. Our first inlpulso 
i:-.; to interpret then1 by OlU" own pain at the fornler 
words. Like the roots of trees, it is the nature of a 
nlisunderstanding to entangle itself as it gro\\s. It is 
its instinct to outgrow the possibility of ever being 
explained. It is easier to cut out a cancer than to 
disengage frOlll the heart a nlisunderstanding which 
has once had time to harc1en there. The shadow then 
still continues. 'Ve do not speak. But our friend is, 
unconsciously perhaps, causing us the most exquisite 
torture by nearly every thing he BaJs or does, or is 
reported to have said or done, with regard to us. :N ow 
let us also suppose that, while we have been thus winc- 
ing, we have been forcing ourselves intellectually to 
belieye that no unkindness ,vas intended, that we have 
checked ourselves sharply wheneyer we have caught 
oursehTes brooding on the matter, that ,ve have pun- 
iS
led in ourselves any in1aginary speechcs, indictments, 
or defences, which our inlagination has indulged in, 
that we have accusecl ourselycs sedulously in confession 
of everything which had the slightest aspect of unchari- 
tableness, that we have not allowed ourselves to express 
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our sensitiveness in complaints or in actions, that we 
have prayed lllore than ever for hilll who is the cause 
of our suffering, ana that, when we could do so without 
giving hiul p
in or discomfort, we have hunlbled OUf- 
selyes by telling hilll of those in,,,.ard feelings ,vhich 
must seeln to hin1 exaggerated and absurd, even if not 
petty, base, anll nleall,-let us suppose all tllis, awl 
then, though our sen.::::itiveness is as lively as eyer anll 
our pain as sharp, ",-e have been by G od's grace nlor- 
tifying it to good purpose. It is truly miserable work. 
For the very struggle defiles us. Our inward life is all 
thrown into disarray, and kept so perhaps for month,:; 
or years. There arc ll1any cases in which we cannot 
speak, cases in which speaking woulll nlake nlatters 
worse. There are many nlisunderstandings, which we 
shall only lay down, where so many othcr burdens 
nre laid dO'Vll, just on this side of the judgulent-seat. 
I-Iearts are often sundered in this life, whose love of 
each other is growing secretly beneath the shadow of 
a n1Ïsunderstanding; and the unex.pected growth will 
be ono of the sweet surprises of eternity. 1\Ieanwhile, 
if we have done what has been described above, we 
arè not only without sin, but we have earned merits, 
mill have gone heavenwards by strides rather than by 
steps. "\Ve have acted nobly, as our infirn1Ïty and 
littleness lllay lawfully count nobility. Yet years of 
this inward strain 111ay not, perhaps, allay our sensitive- 
ness one iota. 'Yhen we lie down to die, we Inay 
haye the SallIe feeling of being flayed aliyc, which we 
have now. It is not always so, but it ii.; oftcn so. SOll1e 
men grace makes blessedly insensible; other Jl1cn it 
Inakcs nlore tender and susccptible. I would rather 
have this la-;t gift than that other blessing. 
In the process of lllortifying our scnsitiveness we 
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must also bear in nlincl, that the sensitiyeness of each 
one of us is peculiar. "\Ye share it with no one els.!. 
It is individual. It is part of our idiosyncrasJ. "\Ye 
may resemble this nlan rather than another. But a 
. resenlblance is all. K 0 nlan's sensitiveness is quit e 
the S:-l.nle as another nlan's. It depends on combina- 
tions of character, which nature docs not appear ever 
to repeat exactly. "\Ve nlust therefore learn our own. 
This is of ÏInportance in two ways. Things nlay be 
,yrong in others which are not wrong in us; and the 
knowledge of this will sOlTIctinles save us from dis- 
couragement. Again, things may he excusable in 
others which are inexcusable in us; and the know- 
ledge of this will hinder our defpnding and dispensing 
ourselves where ,ve have no right to do so. "\Ve must 
also renlelllber that the tendency of sensitiveness is 
always towards selfishness. An unusually affectionate 
man is generally a man of unusual self-love; and sen- 
sitiveness is a department of the affections. It comes 
frOln what is good. Indeed it comes frOlll what is too 
good for the present state of things. lienee it often 
does a 111ischief here, while it is in itself a prophecy, or 
rather an actual germ, of SOllle undeveloped excellence 
of our etrrnity. 
I have defended sensitiveness, and Jet I hayc been 
saying a great many strong things against it. So I 
must not conclude without sa y in cr sOlllethinO" about its 
o 0 
privileges. Eyen in natural things it is the source of 
our keenest and 1110st refined enjoyment. It is sensi- 
tiveness alone which finds out what lies under the 
nlonotony of life, and so gives us spirits to bear it. It 
glorifies all our joys, and lnakes sorrows more tolerable 
by its carrying thenl deeper down into our hearts. 
"\Yhile it widens the sphere of our love, it also inten- 
19 
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sifies its artion. It gives a zest. to the practice of 
yirtue, which is in natural things what dh-ine sweetness 
is in spiritual things. But its grand privilege is, that 
it makes us especially capable of the higher graces of 
sanctity. There is a delicacy, or subtlety, in the more 
uncon1mon operations of grace, which appears to require 
something congenial in the natural character, on ,vhich 
it lllay graft itself. Thus sensitiveness is the best basis 
for a great grace of charity, because it is an ahnost 
infinite power of syn1pathy. It reveals to us the finer 
and lllore interior perfections of charity. It is also 
infallible in its instincts for heavenly things, and quickly 
apprehends God, and is thus an excellent foundation for 
interior peace. It will thus perhaps increase our joy in 
heaven, if natural character is allowed any action there, 
independent of the degree of supernatural love. 
Sensitiveness also peculiarly enables us to under- 
stanl God, to penetrate the meaning of Ilis ways with 
us, to feel each touch of His grace, to discover the 
faintest workings of a divine vocation, and to be uneasy 
under anr scarcely perceptible drifting away frOln Ilis 
'will. 'Ye are enablell by it to correspond to the 
jealousy of God, that jealousy which is a characteristic 
of Ilis sanctity, and enters so deeply into all Ilis 
dealings with souls that are aiming at perfection. 
Sensitiveness also makes us unworldly by continually 
bringing home to us our unfitness for the world. It 
is a gift whose dower is suffering, and which therefore 
Inakes us pine in OtU' exile, even while it is contributing 
joys which are the best natural consolations of -that 
exile. It is a source of sanctification uniting in itself 
all the four excellences, according to which we judge 
of the importance and efficacy of means of grace. It 
is constant; it is acute; it is ullsuspected; it is fatal 
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to self-love. TIy unsuspected I mean two things; first 
that it goes on sanctifying us even while we are not 
adverting to the fact, and seconcUy that so little delu- 
sion adheres to its method of operation that ,,
e 111ay 
trust ourselyes to it without suspicion. Last of all, 
it is a peculiarly Christlike fountain of suffering. 
Think of the nlystery of the Agony in the garden. It 
,vas a great part of that nlystery, that therein our 
dearest Lord put Ilimself in the place of evcry one of 
us. lie bore our sins; lIe illcntified I-lin1self with OlU. 
sh
ul1es; lIe felt our shrinkings. Our finest sensitive- 
ness is coarse and blunt compared with His. \Ve 
rudely pressed everyone of the quivering keys of Iris 
Sacred l-Ieart, and made it utter the low and plaintive 
notes of a sorrow beyond our understanding. He 
shrank, like a sensitive plant, fr0111 the shame with 
which we covered Him. In the other n1Jsteries of 
the Passion we have outward pains, external shame, 
publicity, unkindness, and the desertion of friends: but 
the suffering of the Agony was in no slight degree, and 
above the other 11lysteries, the keenness of woundecl 
feelings. To us, thercfore, the n10del and the consolation 
in our excess of wounded fcelinO's is that n10st dear and 
o 
divine Heart, whose inwarc.l wound finds words in the 
n
proaches of Good :E'rilay.. 
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'Yhat has God done, that lIis creatures do not trust 
lIim? 'Ye cannot trust ourselves, neither can we do 
without trusting. ,y- e cannot hang suspended in sp:tce, 
from nothing and o\yer nothing. It is plain we cannot 
trust each other. Confidence in God is meant to be 
the creature's life. "\Vithout it, we had better dis- 
believe whatever we do not see, while we can do no 
better than acknovdedge that all we see is a burden- 
some enigm
. llut how is life to be Jived without 
confidence in God '? 'Ve CaIne out of His Hand. It 
is true lIe has in sonle sense loosened His hold upon 
us, but it is only for a while. IIe will take us up again. 
'Ye c:une frOln IIiIn. 'Ye are going back to lrim. 
There are but two eternal honles. They are both the 
""ork of IIis justice. One or other of them is inevi- 
table. But one of thenl is rather an endless end than 
a. home, 'Ve cannot fly from Ilim. 'Ye cannot hide 
frOlll IIiIn. 'Yhat shall we do, if we cannot tru
t 
lIim ? 
Yet confidence in God is far fronl conlmon, and an 
aùcquate confiùence most rare. It woulll be a terrible 
thing to say that the worship of God was rare among 
lnen; yet confidence is the only real worship. Our 
confidence is our relio-ion. It is the sweetness of life. 
o 
It is worth our while to have lived, if it were only to 
have known the delight of trusting in Goù. But it is 
not our joy only. It is our a.bsolute necessity, antI 
t 1 1crcfore belongs to the lo'\v"est of us. It is our only 
t:.uc perfection, and therefore belongs to the highest of 
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us. Let us try to bring this hOlne to ourselves. It 
is one of those COlnl110nplace things, which are of the 
greatest importance, and yet need continual repetition. 
"
hen we look eyen at good l1len, we see that what 
they ,vant is confidence in God. Bishops want it, 
priests want it, religious want it. It is the 'want in 
the piety of almost eyery one. Our very confitlence in 
God is wanting in confidence. Yet, if confidence is the 
only true worship, things must be very far frOln being 
what they ought to be, even with the servants of God. 
Let us see then, first of all, whether this idea is any- 
thing more than a devout exaggeration. There is 
nothing in the world of so much importance to us as 
God and God's favour. Rather, it would be more true 
to say, that there is nothing in the world of any impor- 
tance at all except that. But in order to gain anll keep 
God's favour, and especially in orJer to be able to return 
IIis love, we must learn and understand IIinl. lIe i:3 
not simply a collection of all possible perfections, a 
resplendent object of worship. lie is a liying Being, 
who is not only in the most intinlate relations with us, 
but who has a peculiar character of His own, upon which 
the whole of our love and ,vorship of IIinl is nloulded. 
Now, if we look at His character as it is inlplied in any 
one of His Attributes, or again in the entire assemblage of 
Ilis Perfections, or as it is m:1nifest
d to us in action in 
the pages of IIoly Scripture, or as we see it for oursclyes 
in the rOll1:111tic providences of life, the result of our 
study is, that confidence in lIim is the only true worship 
of Him. But this is not merely the Joubtful result of 
our own investigation. lIe has actually told us so by 
IEs prophets again and again. The Gospel is defined 
by St. Paul to be an " access with confidence" to God. 
God IIimself vouchsafes to seeln as if lIe made a boast 
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of IEs firlelity. He is perpetually calling the attention 
of His creatures to it, lest they should .not appreciate it 
rightly. It is out of I-lis extreme compassion for us, 
that He lays this stress upon that perfection which 1l10st 
invites our confidence. 
If we consider the results of confidence, we shall see 
how ÏInpossible it is to exaggerate its importance. 
"\Yithout it there can be no living faith, because li-dng 
faith, in the religious sense of the word, HUlst inevitably 
lead to trust. There can be no hope, unless we haye 
confidence in the truth of IIim who has promised. 
Charity is equally impossible, unless there is also con- 
:Rdence. Thus without it there can be no exercise of 
any of the .three theological virtues. It is worship in 
itself without any further act, because it is an acknow- 
ledgulent, not only of sonle perfections in IIi-ill whom 
,ve trust, but of perfections adequate to the amount of 
confidence ,ye repose in IIim, and that mnount is only 
lueasured by fortunes and interests which are eternal, 
and as nearly infinite as anything belonging to the crea- 
ture can be. ì\loreover confidence in another is the 
surrender of self. "\Ve sit down no longer under our 
own shadoW', but we go and rest beneath the sovereignty 
of God. Confidence in lIim is the legitinlate expression 
of our sense of responsibility to Him. It is the per- 
petualloyalty of conscience. The interior dispositions, 
which it produces in us, are chilcUikeness, simplicity, 
and cahllness of spirit. 'Vithout these dispositions per- 
fection is impossible; and without confidence in God 
these dispositions are impossible. 
K ow it must be remembered, that we are not treating 
at present of the sweetness of this confidence, or of the 
beautiful Illotives to it, which nlultiply theUl&elves daily 
on the path of life. The suhject is so attractive, it is 
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hard to keep fronl it. The lllystel'ious delight which 
the Creator is pleased to take in the trust of Iris creature 
would fin a volume by itself, if we took it up, and 
turned it round, and held it in different lights, anù 
touched with it all the affections of our hearts, one after 
the other. But at present we have a drier task before 
us. It is to show the importance of this confidence in 
God. 
Few persons are aware of the extent of their own 
deficiency in this respect. :AIost persons take the nlatter 
so conlpletely for granted, that they do not suspect 
thenIselves, and therefore do not exantÎne themselves on 
the subject. There is something so monstrous in not 
trusting God, that we should have thought it must 
be a rare thing am
'ïg good people. But experience 
teaches very differently. l\1any aiIll at perfection, 
and few attain it. In almost every case the reason 
of the failure is the want of confidence in God. 1Iany 
persons live for years always intending to begin to 
forn1 habits of prayer, or habits of particular exami- 
nation of conscience, and never really begin either tho 
one or the other. The real cause of this procrastination 
is want of confidence in God. 11en try to give up habits 
of sin, and either intern1Ït their efforts, or abandon them 
entirely, through want of confidence in God. 'Yhen a 
man is scrupulous, it is mostly ii'om want of confidence 
in God. Our knowledge of our own lnisery, which 
makes us brave when we have confidence in God, makes 
us cowardly and mean-spirited when we are destitute 
of that confidence. l\1any persons take up supernatural 
views of things as intellectual convictions; and yet, when 
they are thrown into circumstances, which as it were 
cOlnpel the acting on these principles, we behold not a 
vestige of them in their conduct. This also is a result 
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of want of confidence in God. 'Ye really, far more than 
,ve believe, look at religion, at prayer, and at grace, as 
if the whole was a lottery, or something like it: ...\. real 
believing prayer is by no means COll1
l1on. This is pro- 
bably the reason why such an imnlensity of prayer seems 
unanswered. l\1any men content thelllSelves with a 
luere indeterminate hope, which can never carry heaven 
by storn1 as confidence does. Let us look into our- 
selves, and see if we really have true and solid confi- 
dence in God. 
Iany renlain beginners all their li\"es, 
because they have not confidence in God. 
I have said, that in our position it is the only true 
worship. :First of all, we are ignorant, not only ignorant 
ofnulCh which woe should like to know, yet can do with- 
out knowing, but ignorant also of lunch which it deeply 
concerns us to know. 'Vhat can we do, but trust our 
ignorance to the light of God's wisdom? lIe knows 
"hat He wants of us; He knows what He intends to 
do with us; He knows the evil we might do, and the 
eyil we shall do. 'Ye know hal'llly anything of these 
Î1nportant questions. 'Ve lllust trust I-lin1. Even if 
there were any risk in trusting lrim, there is no help 
for it. 'Ve are also feeble. 'Ve have to cope with three 
trenlcndous worlds, the huge nlaterial planet, the 
crowded world of luen, and the invisible world of spirit. 
Besides this, we have the n1anagen1ent of our own selves, 
at best a perilous and a dubious affair. Our means are 
so lin1Ïtecl as to look absurd. Our strength is little more 
than infantine. 'Yhat can we do better than trust our 
weakncss to His stupendous power? Then, again, our 
unworthiness is more in excess than onr weakness. It is 
hard to vilify our nature as it deserves, yet dangerous to 
yilify it at all. Self is descrying of our utternlost con- 
tell1pt, only that no contempt is safe. It merits our 
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hearty, honest hatred; but we must trust Goll first,' 
before we can hate ourselves aright. It is only when 
we are sinking overhead in His mercy, that our unwor- 
thiness does not impair our confidence. Yet what can 
we do with the comparative infinity of onr unworthiness, 
but trust it to the absolute infinity of God's conlpassion? 
Our sins,-they are in one sense indelible. They are 
objects of fear to us even after they are forgiven. They \ 
are not forgotten. "\Ve must hear of them again one 
day. 'Ve must be confronted with them. 1'he nearest 
approach to getting rid of thenl is to trust them to 
God's justice. It is a fearful venture; but there is the 
Precious Blood. As to our eternity, an interest almost 
too big for creatures so little, an interest which we 
cannot think of without trembling, He knows already 
what it will be: yet we must trust it to His silence. 
Thus it is that confidence meets the necessities of our 
position, while it conles nearest of all things to satisfying 
the requisitions of God's magnificence. 
TIut what is this confidence? 'Yhat is its nature? 
IIow do we define it? It is not a mere feeling; it is 
rather a faith. But it has sometlùng more than faith 
in it, it is a kind of sight. I t adds to hope the char- 
acter of aSSUl'ance. It goes beyond a comnlon habit of 
charity, and appears to haye some distant affinity with 
confirmation in grace; and, however distant, such an 
affinity is incalculably precious. It is rather the result 
of our whole religion, than the off.'3pring of anyone 
virtue. It makes us familiar with God; yet, rightly 
considered, it is rather a form of reverence than a form 
of familiarity. It is what conlCS of the fear of God, 
when that fear is wholly a grace. It is the beauty of 
heavenly fear. It is also 110 less a form of hnnlility. 
It is humility in its exact balance, not sinking into 
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cowardice on the one hanel, nor 1110unting into pre- 
sunlption on the other. Confidence. is the Illanliness 
of a, IHunble soul. It is also the strengtH of love, 
not its effort or its impulse, but its abiding consti- 
tutional strength. It is love chastised, and there- 
fore equable anel steadfast. It is so eminently its 
nature to be practical, that it can never renlain only 
a sentiment, or a pathos, or an in ward smoothing 
of the soul. It breaks out into action, as if it coulLl 
not be kept in; and, like the bodily vigour of youth, 
it is often scarcely conscious of its own exertions. 

IOl'cover it is the h
ppiness of religion, that sun- 
shine in which perseyerance is comparativdy easy, 
that light in which all the virtues combine properly, 
and h3xe anlple room and fair play, the atmosphere in 
which delusion, disconr3.gement, anLl indiscretion are 
to our relief least at their ease. It has also the same 
irresistible tendency to prayer which it has to action. 
It is alnlost prayer itself, that uninterInitting prayer 
of which the Gospel speaks, and which of all things 
cOlnmanJed looks the 1110st like an Ïlnpossibility. Bnt, 
nlore than this, it seenlS to nlake direct prayer the 
necessary centre of the soul. It is always gravitating 
to prayer. A. soul, possessed with this confidence, feels 
an uneasiness and has a sense of being held back, when 
it is not at prayer. X 0 sooner is the pressure of dis- 
tracting occupations removeù, than it ahnost insensibly 
glilles into prayer. It has no vacant time, because its 
spare tinlc is as it ,vere naturally prayer. It does not 
so llluch strive to pray, as it lapses into prayer. Last 
of all , althouah it is more conaenial to some natural 
;:, <:) 
dispositions than to others, it is peculiarly a gift of God, 
and not a natural disposition; yet, more than nlost 
gifts, it has to be earned like wages. It is essentblly 
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a grace, yet no grace has l110re of the nature of an 
acquisition. 
If this be so, how then is it to be acquired? 'Ye 
will scc,-remeIllbering all the while that it is a grace, 
anll not a pure acquisition of which we are speaking. 
'Ve might almost say, that all the practices anll expe- 
riences of the spiritual life concurred to form this confi- 
dence in our souls. It is true. Nevertheless there 
are certain things which have more to do with it 
than others, and we shall now enUll1erate SOl11e of 
these. 
The thought of God is very broad. I t is not so 
nUlCh a thought as a workl of thought. It cannot be 
thought in one thought. Hence the importance of 
systematic and formal meditation on the Divine Per- 
fèctions. 'Ve have seen that our confidence in God 
depends greatly on our knowledge of God. 'Ve must I 
have made His character familiar to us in prayer, in 
order to ground and root our confidence. 1\Iec1itation 
on the ....\.ttributcs of God is therefore one of the chief 
nleans of acquiring the grace of confidence. To this 
,ve nlust join nleditation on the mysteries of Jesus. 
:K either thought nor reading nor theology will ever 
aJequately bring h0111e to us the breadth of redeeming 
grace, 01' the depth of the unsearchable riches of the 
Incarnaticn. Is it not our own experience, that the 
more we third
, the harder salvation seems, while the 
nlOre we pray, the easier it seems? In order to have 
confidence, we nlust know God. But this is not enough; 
we nlust know Him in Jesus Christ. It is only eternal 
life to know HÏ111, when we know also IIis Son who III 
He has sent. 
_\.11 our spiritual exerc.ises, of whatever nature they 
may be, are so III any l11eans of acquiring confidence in 
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God. They all let us deeper down into JIim. They 
all unfold more an<.l nlore oÎ the nat.ure of grace, and 
of the poverty of our own nature. They all bring 
experiences of Jesus in the soul; and each of these 
experiences is a new ground of confidence in Ifinl. 
Our simple perseverance in anything good is a process 
of augmentation of our confidence. Outwarcl tenlpta- 
tions help us. They frighten us away frOlll self-trust. 
They make us better acquainted with our possibilities 
of sin. They reveal to us in an alarming manner the 
vigour and the unweariedness of the spiritual powers, 
which are arrayed against us. They lead us to try all 
lllethods of keeping right, and we exhaust then1, and 
find, that only confidence in God wears, endures, anel 
succeeds. Inward trials lead to the sanle result, only 
still nlore swiftly and more infallibly. Goers arms are 
more closely folded round us in interior trials, than in 
the sensible s\Veetnesses of IIis consoling visitations. 
A nluch-tried man is always a Juan of unboundeel faith, 
and of a confidence in God which looks, to us of lower 
faith, superstitious in little things, anù presumptuous in 
great ones. 
'Ve also acquire confidence in God by exercising 
confidence. It produces itself; and nlultiplies itself 
while it strengthens itself. Direct prayer for the grace 
is likewise an obvious means of its increase. Examina- 
tion of conscience, which burrows under self-trust, and 
takes the ground away frOlll under it, increases our 
confidence in God by the vivid nlanner in which it 
shows us the necessity of it, through the vision of our 
own nothingness anù sin. Sacranlents, especially care- 
fully prep3-red confessions, have a peculiar power to 
increase and reinforce this gift. The SaIne may be said 
of spiritual sweetness, the tendency of which is to 
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produce a holy languor, wherein self-trust is distastAtù, 
and we long to lie down, and rest in God. ,. .stay 111e 
up with flowers; C01l1pass n1e about with apple.3; 
because I lanauish with love. Ilis left hand is under 
b 
my head, and His right hand shall enlbrace lllC." 
Such is the lanO"uaae of the S l )ouse in the Canticle. 
o b 
A special elevotion to the Provillcncc of God, which 
seerns to have possessell the souls of some of the modern 
saints as a scarcely conscious protest against a false 
philosophy, is another nleans of acquiring confidence 
in Gall. Even temptations against the faith, which 
trouble it so terribly, leave an increase of it behind 
thenl when they go, like a legacy fl'onl an unkiull 
relation. nut above all, the habit of working for God · 
only, of doing our good for I-lilll and caring little about 
its SUCC2SS, and of doing it secretly, which we instinc- 
tively do when we do it only for lIim, is the royal road 
to canfillence in IIim. Here, you see, are a variety of 
l11eans, by which we can acquire great riches of tIlls 
blesseù and indispensable confidence. 
Let us think a little of the practice of it. The con- 
stant profession of it must be a great part of prayer. 
It is so conlpletely a part of the worship due to God, 
that we must profess it, even ,vhen we do not sensibly 
feel it. It nlust be in us, if we believe. ".,. e must 
extend it to everything which happens to us. .AU the 
events of life, all the things of this outer worll, nlust 
corne under its influence. In truth there i8 gooll reason 
for it, because, after all, hunlan wisdonl and worlLlly 
prudence are nearly as inlpotent in the corllinon affairs 
of life, as they are in our spiritual warfare. Is it not 
our experience that it is always GoJ who docs things 
for us, eyen those things which ,ve seem to do lnost for 
ourselves ? 
1uch 11101'0 then lllust all our interior life, 
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'With its mysterious phenomena and fluctuations, be 
brought uncleI' the soyereignty of tIus tranquillizing, 
yet animating, confidence. It must overflow' in our 
hem.ts from God upon all I-ris appointments, as onr 
Blessed Lady, the sacraments, the blessings of the 
Church, the office of the priest, and the like. We must 
trust with a special trust all that belongs to God, or 
looks like lrinl. Our trust must be incessant, univer- 
sal, prudent, and bold. In diyine things there is no 
prudence which is not bohl. It nUIst live and work in 
the dark, as briskly as in the light. It lllust distru5t 
itself. It must be gay, playing blithely with difficul- 
ties; for difficulties are the stones out of which all 
God's houses are built. Of a truth our whole generosity 
with God is nothing nlore than the measure of our con- 
fidence in IIinl. To smn it up in one word,-in the 
pursuit of sanctity confidence is progress. 
N ow how does the Inatter stand with ourselves? 
'Ve have been trying to get rid of SOlue tir0some habit 
of venial sin. '''" e resolve again'3t it; yet, while we 
Blake our resolutions, we do not believe we sh
ll ever 
be able to keep them. 'Ye accuse ourselves of it at 
confession, and nrtke, not only a di'3tinct act of sorrow 
about it, but a distinct purpose against it, and yet we 
feel sure, down in our lllind'3, that we shall bring the 
S
tlne sclf-aceusation to confession aaain. So the habit 
o 
clings. All this is because we are la
king in confidence. 
If, from confiJence in Gùd and not in s3lf, we bdieved 
"
e should never cOlnmit the sin again, probably we 
should not cOffiIllit it aaain. "
 e have fallen for want 
o 
of faith in grace. Let us take another case. ,v
 e 
desire to forIll certain h:1bits of deyotion; it may be, 
the haùit of particular eX:1mination of conscience. K ow 
no one can tell how bur\.1cnsome this i3, until he h
l,) 
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tried it. It is a great restraint, and a continual one. 
SonIC considerable anlount of lllortification is often 
necessary, in order to persevere in it under aùverse 
circulllstances. 'Ye give it up, as if the original 
t.'lking of it upon ourselves had been an indiscre- 
tion. 'Ye give it up, and thereby forfeit untold 
graces, sin1ply because we have not confidence in God. 
So it is with bodily mortifications. 'Ye abandon those 
we have begun, because ,ve cannot believe we shall 
ever persevere in theIne Or we exercise an infelicitous 
discretion, and shrink fronl comluitting ourselves to 
trifling austerities, whose grace would have been any- 
thing but trifling, simply because we are deficient 
in confidence in God. "
 e thus alter our standing 
in heaven for ever. Indeed, as I said before, all 
generosity with God depends upon confidence in Him. 
It is the same with our outward works of mercy, ,,,hen 
they arc environed with ùifficulties. Saints u1ade their 
,,"ay through impossibilities; woe turn aside rather than 
atten1pt to brush a cobweb away. 'Ye tlU'll out disap- 
pointingly under temptations and in interior trials, for 
the same reason. 'Ye do perhaps a tenth of the work 
for souls, which we 111ight do. ....\ll this happens because 
of our in'3ufficient confidence in God. 
o that we could inspire each other with nlore confi- 
dence in grace as a certain aid and an unfailing foun- 
tain! Happy is he, who makes one other man trust \ 
God more than he did before! lie has done a great 
and influential work in creation. IIappy 'We, if we 
know how to trust Gocl as lie should be trusted! ..t 
chilJ with his mother is full of innocent respectful 
liberties. lIe never doubts of gaining his end. Ile 
never anticipates a refusal, till it actually COlnes, no 
luatter how often it has COlne before. lIe was refused 
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yesterùay, SO he feels sure today. If refusell, he per- 
sists with the persuasions of a not disobedient lore, and 
argues with a playful smile. 'Yhen he is deïìnith-ely 
refused, he goes up to her, and kisses her, and run
 
away as happy with his mother's affectionate will, as 
if he had got what he wanted. So must we TentUl'e to 
be with our eternal Father. 
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To give scandal is a great fault, but to take scandal 
is a greater fault. It inlplies a greater amount of 
,vrongness in ourselves, and it does a greater amount of 
mischief to others. Nothing gives scandal sooner than 
a quickness to take scandal. This i
 worth our consi- 
deration. For I find great nunlbers of moderately good 
p80ple who think it fine to take scandal. They regard 
it as a sort of eyidence of their own goodness, and of 
their delicacy of conscience; while in reality it is only 
a proof either of their inordinate conceit, or of their 
extreme stupidity. They are fortunate when this latter 
is the case 
 for then no one but inculpable nature is to 
blame. If, as some have said, a stupid man cannot be 
a saint, dt least his stupidity can neyer make him into 
a SInner. l\Ioreover the persons in question seem fre- 
quently to feel and act, as if their profession of piety 
involved some kind of official appointnlent to take 
seandal. It is their business to take scandal. It is 
their way of bearing testim.ony to God. It would show 
a hlameable inertness in the spiritual life, if they did 
not take scandal. They think they suffer very much 
,,-hile they are taking scandal; whereas in truth they 
enjoy it amazingly. It is a pleasurable excitement, 
which delightfully varies the monotony of devotion. 
They do not in reality fall over their neighbour's fault, 
nor does it in it'3elf hinder thenl in the way of holiness. 
nor do they love God less because of it, all which ought 
to be irnplied in taking scandal. nut they trip thenl- 
20 



306 


o
 TAKIXG SC.A.XDAL. 


sel,es up on purpose, anò take care that it shall be 
opposite sonle fault of their neighbol
r's, in order that 
they may call attention to the difference between hinl 
and themselves. 
There are certainly many legitimate causes for tak- 
ing scandal, but none more legitÏ1nate than the 
almost boastful faci]ity of taking scandal, which cha- 
racterizes nlany so-called religious people. The fact 
is, that an Ï1nmense proportion of us are pharisees. 
For one pious man, who makes piety attractive, there 
are nine who make it repulsive. Or, in other words, 
only one out of ten aIllong reputed spiritual persons is 
really spiritual. He, who during a long life has taken 
the Dl0st scandal, has done the most injury to Goel's 
glory, and has been hinlself a real and substantial 
stumblingblock in the way of nlany. Ile has been an 
endless fountain of odious disedification to the little 
ones of Christ. If such an one reads this, he win take 
Bcanaal at me. Eyerything that he dislikes, eycrything 
which deviate'3 fronl his own narrow view of things, is 
to hiln a scandal. It is the pharisaic way of expres
ing 
a difference. 
Icn marvellously like to be popes; and 
the dullest of men, if only he has, as usual, an obstinacy 
proportioned to his dulness, can in nlost neighbour- 
hoolls carye out a tiny papacy for hiulsclf; and, if to 
his dulness he can add pomposity, he may reign 
gloriously, a little local ecunlenical council in uninter- 
n1Ïtting ses
ion through all the four seasons of the year. 
'Yho has tiule enough, or heart enough, or hope enough, 
to try to persuade such men? They are not sufficiently 
interesting to us to be worth our persuading. Let us 
leave them alone with their glory and their happiness. 
Let us try to persuade ourselves. Do not we oursclyes 
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take scandal too often? Let us cxanline the matter 
and see. 
K ow here is a thing which I have often thought 
upon. Certainly no one can renlenlber everything in 
the voluminous lives of the saints; for it ,,
ouIJ take a 
lifetillle to read them all. But I do not remen1ber to 
have read of any saint who ever took scandal. If this 
is even approximately true, the question is decided at 
once. Big nlen, swollen with self-importance, who see 
the faults of others with eyes of lynxes, and criticize 
thelll with clever sarCaSJ11S, and delight in the pedantry 
of a judicial fraIne of mind, can only humorously apply 
to thenlselves the !lanle of the little ones of Christ. 
Yet books tell us there are two kinds of scandal, the 
scandal of the little ones of Christ, and the scandal of 
pharisees. It follows then that these Inen must be 
pharisees. But I say that if this remark about the 
saints is even approxinlately true, it must give us a 
check, anc1lnake us very thoughtful, if we are earnest 
men, although we are not saints, and what belongs to 
saints is by no nleans safely applicable to us in all 
respects. Let us suppose it not to be strictly true. 
Let us suppose it only a rare thing for saints to take 
scandal. ,\- e can draw a sufficiently broad conclusion 
f1'01n this, to be very practical to ourselves. For we 
Inay infer, that it is a 11latter about which persons ailn- 
ing at being spiritual are not sufficiently careful. Every 
tinle we take scandal we run a great risk of sinning, 
and a manifold risk as well as a great one. "\Ve run 
the risk of impairing Goù's glorr, of dishonouring our 
Blcsseù Lord, of giving substantial scanùal to others, of 
breaking the precept of charity ourselves, of highly cul- 
pable indiscretion, and, at the vcry least, of grieving the 
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Holy Spirit in our own souls. IIere is enough to Inake 
it worth our while to enquire. 
Let us see, :first of all, how much evil the habit of 
taking scandal implies. It inlplies a quiet pride, which 
is altogether unconscious how proud it is. Pride is the 
denial of the spiritual life. Spiritual pride n1eans that 
.we haye no spiritual life, but the possession of that eyil 
spirit insteaJ of it. PriJe is harJ enough to manage 
eyen w'hen we are conscious of it; but a pride, which 
has no self-consciousness, is a very desperate thing. It 
often seems as if grace could only get at it through a 
fall into serious sin, which will awake its consciousness, 
and at the san1e moment turn it into shmne. Now the 
habit of taking scandal indicates that worst sort of 
priJe, a pride which believes itself to be hunlility. 
Anything like a habit of taking scandal Ï1nplies also a 
fund of uncharitableness deep down in us, wllÎêh grace 
and interior mortification have either not reached, or 
failed to influence. If we pay attention to ourselves, we 
shall find that, contenlporaneously with the scandal we 
ha ve taken, there has been smne wounded feeling or 
other in an excited state within us. "nen we are in 
good humour, we do not take scandal. It is Rn act 
.which is not for the most part accOlnpanied by kindness. 
.J\.. genuine gentle sorrow for the person offending is 
neither the first thought nor the predominant thought 
in our n1Ïnds, when we take the offence. It is the 
offspring generally. of an unkindly mood. Sonletimes 
indeed it springs fr01n nloroseness, brought on by 
8ssmuing a seriousness, which does not becOlne us be- 
cause it is not simple. 'Ye precipitate ourselves into 
recollection, and find that we have fallen over head and 
ear.;; into sullenness. K either can taking scandal be 
vcry frequent with us without its implying also a 
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formed habit of juJging others. 'Yith a really hUlllble 
or a naturally genial person the instinct of judging 
others is overlaid and, as it were, weighted with other 
and better qualities. It has to exert itself and make 
an effort, before it can get to the surface and assert 
itself: whereas it lies on the surface, obyious, ready, 
pron1pt, and predominating, in a man who is givon to 
taking scandal. Is it often allowable to judge our 
neighbour? Surely we know it to be the rarest thing 
possible. Yet we cannot take scandal without first 
forming a judgnlent, secondly forming an unfavollrahle 
judgment, thirùly deliberately entertaining it as a 
nlotive power inclining us to do or to omit something, 
and fourthly doing all this for the most part in the 
subject-lnatter of piety, which in nine cases out of ten 
our obvious ignorance withdraws from our j llrisdiction. 
It also indicates a general want of an interior spirit. 
The supernatural grace of an interior spirit, a1l1ong its 
other effects, produces the same results as the natural 
gift of depth of character; and to this it joins the 
ingeniotls sweetness of charity. A thoughtless or a 
shallow man is more likely to take scandal than any 
other. lIe can conceiye of nothing but what he sees 
upon the surface. lIe has but little self-knowledge, 
and hardly suspects the variety or complication of his 
own motives. 
luch loss, then, is he likely to divine in 
a discerning way the hiùden causes, the hidden excuses, 
the hiddcn tClnptations, which may lie, and always do 
lie, behind the actions of others. So it is in spiritual 
matters with a man who has not an interior spirit. 

rhere is not only a rashness, but also a coarseness and 
yulgt'rity, about his judglnents of others. Sonletinles 
he only sees superficially. This is if he is a stupid 
man. If he is a clever man, he sees deeper than the 
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truth. His vulgarity is of the subtle kind. lIe puts 
things together, which had no real sonnection in the 
conduct of his neighbour. Base hiInsclf, he 'suspects 
baseness in others. If he saw a saint, he woulll think 
hÜn either aIl1bitious, opinionated, or hJpocri tical. 
Ile sees plots and conspiracies even in the lllost im- 
pulsive of characters. lIe cannot judge of character 
at all. Ile can only project his own possibilities of 
sin into others, and imagine that to be their character, 
,yhich he feels, if grace were withdrawn frOlll him, 
woulLl be his own. Ile judges as a man jwlges 
,,;hose reason is slightly unsettled. He is cunning 
rather than discerning. To cleyer Inen charity is 
alnlost hnpossible, if they have not an interior spirit. 
,Ye shall also find, that, when we fall into the way 
of t2king scandal, there is S0111ething wrong about our 
Dleditations. There are times when our meditations 
are inefficacious. \Yith some men it is so nearly all 
through their lives. The fact is, that the habit of 
meditation will not by itself 11lake us interior. 'Yhen 
a lnan's spiritual life is reduced to the practice of tIaily 
ll1editation, 'we see that he soon loses all control over 
his tongue, his ten1per, and his wounded feelings. Jlis 
1110rl1ing's nleditation is inadequate to the sweetening 
of his whole day. It is too feeble to detain the presence 
of God in his soul until evening. Like general inten- 
tions, it has theological possibilities, which arc hardly 
ever practical realities. It is like a shrub planted 
in the clay; if we do not dig around it, anù let in the 
air and moisture, it will not grow. Its growth is 
stunted and illlpetled. This is a perilous state of things, 
when our Ineditation is but an i
land in a day which is 
otherwise :flooded with worldliness and comfort. For 
we must remember, that comfort is one of the Wûl'5t 
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kinds of worldliness, and is most at honle in our own 
r00111S, at a distance from the gay, noisy, and dissipatell 
world. 'Ye are not far fr01n sonle serious 111ishap, 
when mortification, and exan1Ïnation of conscience, have 
deserted our meditation, and. left it to itself. ....\.. habit 
of taking scanùal often reveals to us that we are iu 
this state, or are fast tending to it. 
It al:5o poisons nluch else that is good, and desecrates 
holy things, almost making them positively unholy. 
It infuses SOll1ewhat of censoriousness into our interces- 
sory prayer. It turns our spiritual reading into a silent 
preachment to others. It charms away the arrows of 
the preacher from ourselves, and aill1s them with a 
pleased skill at others ,vhom we have in our mind's 
eye. It plays into the h::mJs of whatever is unkindly 
and unlovely in our natural dispositions; and it makes 
our very spirituality unspiritual by making it uncharit- 
able. All this complicatefl evil it implies as already 
existing in us; anù it fosters and increases it all for the 
future, while it is Î1nplying it in the present. It is 
plain therefore that it would be well for us to take 
scanJal at our taking scandal, seeing what a degrading 
revelation it is to us of our own misery and meanness. 
'Ye are aiming at a devout life. 'Ve have only 
just extricated ourselves from the swamps of mortal sin. 
'Ye know something of the ways of grace. 'Ve have 
the models of the saints. 'Ve are more or less familiar 
with the tearhing of spiritual ,vriters. 'Ve are not 
obliged, either because of our ignorance or because of 
our weakness, to look to the conduct of others as the 
rule of our own. lIenee, in our case, taking scandal is 
neither nlore nor less than judging, and we must treat 
the tenlptation to it, as ,ve woulJ treat any other 
temptation against charity, namely, check it, punish it, 
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detest it, rcsoh'e rtgainst it, and accuse ourselyes of it 
in confession. 'Ve must beware also of its artifices. 
For it has many tricks, and they are often sucëessful. 
l\Iasters, parents, and directors are quite familiar with 
a device of those under their care anù control, and who 
criticize, suggestively at least, their governlnent or direc- 
tion; this trick consists in their accusing themselves of 
hating taken scanùal at the conduct of their superiors 
and directors. It is ingenious, but soon wears out. 
Directors learn early to stifle their own curiosity, and 
not allow their self-deluded critics to tell them what 
has scandalized them, as they cannot even listen to it 
without compromising their dignity and forfeiting their 
influence. In a woI'ù, we shall find it the truest and 
the safest conclusion to come to, that we must regard 
the temptation to take scandal as wholly and unmiti- 
gatedly evil, a tenlptation to which no quarter should 
be allowed, and to whose eloquent pleadings of delicacy 
of conscience no audience should be given but 

at of 
calnl contempt. 
Now that we have consiJered the existing evil which 
a readiness to take scandal Ï1nplies in us, we lllay con- 
sider the way in which it hinders us in the attainment 
of perfection. It hinders us in the acquisition of self- 
knowledge. 'Yatchfulness over ourselves is nothing 
short of an actual lllortification. 'Ye eagerly lay hold 
of the slightest excuse for turning our attention away 
from ourselves, and the conduct of others is the readiest 
object to which we turn. No one is so blind to his 
own faults as a man who has the habit of detecting the 
faults of others. It also causes us to stand in our own 
light. We ourselves actually intercept the sunshine 
which would fall on our own souls. A man who 
is apt to take scandal is never a blithe or a genial 
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man. He has never a clear light round about hin1. 
He is not lnade for happiness; and was ever a nlClan- 
choly Ulan ll1ade into a saint? A downcast 111an is 
raw lllaterial which can only be manufact.ured into a 
very ordinary Christian. 1\loreovcr, if we have any 
sort of earnestness about us, our taking scanùal must 
at last become a source of scruples to us. If it is not 
quite the same thing as censoriuusness, who shall draw 
the line between thenl? \Ve I{now very well that it 
is not at our best times that we take scandal, anù it 
must dawn upon us by degrees that it is so often con- 
tenlporary with a state of spiritual malady, that the 
coincidence can hardly be accidental. At the sanIC 
time the act is so intrinsically ungenerous in itself, that 
it tends to destroy all generous impulses in olu'selves. 
Koone can be generous with God, who has not a great, 
broad love of his neighbour. 
Furthel'lllOre, it destroys our influence with others. 
We irritate where we ought to enliven. To be sus- 
pected of want of Rympathy is to be disabled as all 
apostle. He who is critical will necessarily be unper- 
suasive. Even in literature, what department of it is 
less persuasive, and thus less influential, than that 0 f 
criticisln ? l\Ien are anlused by it, but they do not 
fornl their judgments on it. There are few things in 
the literary world nlore striking than the little weight 
of criticisnl compared with the aInount and the ability 
of it. 'Ve like to find fault ourselves; but we are 
never attracted to another man who finds fault. It is 
the last refuge of our good humour that we like to have 
a monopoly of censure. Then, again, this habit entan- 
gles us in a hundred self-raised difficlùties about frater- 
nal correction, that rock of narrow souls; for a man's 
presumption is mostly in proportion to his narrowness. 
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1\Ien a wake son1etilnes, and find that they have alnlost 
unconsciously worked thenlselves int.o a false position. 
This is a terrible affair in spirituality. It is 'harder to 
,,,"ork ourselves right than to recov
r our balance after 
a sin. Yet the supposeù obligation of fraternal correc- 
tion is always enticing us into false positions. It also 
calls our attention off fr0m God, and fixes them with a 
sort of diseased earnestness upon earthly miseries and 
pusillanimities. It is bad enough to look off from God 
by looking too nluch on ourselves; but to look off from 
God in order to luok upon our neighbours is a greater 
eyil still. It deranO'cs the whole interior world of 
o 
thought, upon which the exercise of charity so H1uch 
d3pcnlls. It hinders us in acquiring the government 
of the tongue. It prevents our succeeùing in good 
,vorks where zealous and free cooperation with others 
is needed. It is the cloak, which jealousy is for ever 
assuming, and calling it by the naIne of caution. 
Finally, we think all these things virtues, while they 
are in reality yices of the most unanlÏable description. 
I do not think I have exaggerated the evil of this 
quickness to take scandal. I confess it is a fault which 
vexes 111e more than many other.;;, and for 11lany reasons. 
Its victims are good Inen, n1cn full of promise, and 
,,,"hose souls have been the theatres of no inconsiderable 
operations of grace. It seizes them for the Inost part 
just at the time when higher attainments seen1 opening 
to theIne Its peculiarity is, that it is inconlpatible with 
the higher graces of the spiritual life, that it defiles that 
whieh was now alnlost cleansed, and vulgarizes that 
which was on the point of est:lblishing its title of 
nobility. V{hen ,ve consider how l11a11Y are called to 
perfection, and how fèw are perfect, nwy we not ahllost 
Bay that we do well to be angry with that moil, which 
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so opportunely anJ so effectually IllarS the work of 
grace? 
In what does perfection consist? In a childlike, 
shortsighted charity which believes all things; in a 
geand supernatural conviction that everyone is better 
t
lan ourseh'es; in estin1L1ting far too lo,v the amount 
of evil in the worlll; in looking far too exclusively on 
what is good; in the ingenuity of kind constructions; 
in an inattention, hardly intelligible, to the faults of 
others; in a graceful perversity of incredulousness about 
scand:.lls, which sometimes in the saints runs close 
upon being a scandal of itself. This is perfection, this 
is the tenlper and genius of sainta and saintlike Inen. 
It is a life of desire, oblivious of earthly things. It is 
a radiant energetic faith, that nlan's slowness and cold- 
ness will not interfere with the success of God's glory. 
Yet an the while it is instinctively fighting, by prayer 
and reparation, against evils, which it will not allow 
itself consciously to believe. No shadow of morose- 
ness ever falls over the bright n1ind of a saint. It is 
not possible that it should do so. Finally, perfection 
has the gift of entering into the universal spirit of God, 
who is worshipped in so nIany different ways, and is 
content. X ow is not all this just the very opposite of 
the knlper anll spirit of a luan who is apt to take 
scandal? The difference is so plain, that it is needless 
to COmlllent on it. lIe is happy who on his dying bed 
can say, No one has ever given 111e scandal in my life! 
lIe ha
 either not seen his neighbour's faults, or when 
he saw thenl, the sight had to reach hill1 through so 
luuch sunshine of his own, that they did not strike him 
so 11H1Ch as faults to bi:lme, but rather as reasons for a 
deeper and a tenderer loye. 
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CO
SIDERED AS A HELP IN THE SPIRITUAL LIFE. 



t\. man has tried for some time to avoid sin, and to 
keep close to God. I-le has taken pleasure in prayer, 
in religious services, and above all in the Blessed Sacra- 
ment. Peace is consciously stealing over a life, which 
was perhaps fretful and agitated before. X ew self- 
knowledge COllleS in upon him largely, yet not so as to 
confuse 01' overwhelm him. He sees heights in the 
practice of virtue, which had been hidden in the clouds 
before, and he is not discouraged. He hopes to cli111b 
thCln; nay, he has a modest certainty that he shall one 
day stand upon those heights. He is realizing eyery 
day more and more that God loves him, and with the 
increase of that consciousness all other heavenly things 
increase within hin1. But now another trouble is 
becol11Íng visible in his soul. It is no bigger than a 
point, less than the hand which the prophet saw frOln 
Carmel. It is stealing up, like lnorning over the sea, 
,,
ithout a sound, with a level grey brightness over the 
waters, shyly as if it was not sure of a welco111e, yet 
gradually as if it did not wish to take us by surprise. 
It has come to the man to feel, that there is another 
sort of closeness to God from any he has thought of 
before. Another form of goodness is taking shape before 
his eyes. A tranquil dissatisfaction is lllastering him. 
It will soon grow into a restlessness, but a restlessness 
which lies on a deeply hidden peace. lIe looks up to 
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heaven to God, but 10! a hand is put out from the 
depths of his own soul, and is fain to draw hiIn gently 
down there. A voice without words seems to say to 
him, :Not up in the blue sky, or beyond it, but down 
here! The Holy Ghost has given hin1 the craving for 
nIl inward life, a new vocation, a yocation to a closer 
union with God, and a union of another sort, a finding 
of God within. Happy the souls who are thus touched! 
K ow, if they will but correspond! If they can but 
light on one who shall guide them wen! 
Under this dh-ine pressure the man seeks his spiritual 
father. He is athirst for God, and he goes to the shep- 
herd to show hÜn the springs up mnongst the hills. 'Y oe 
to the shepherd, if he cannot show them, fron1 not know- 
ing himself where they are! The enquirer naturally lays 
before his chosen guide all thnt has passed within him, 
and is passing within hin1 still. lIe tens hiln of the 
faults of his past life, and, as far as he can judge of 
hinlself, the faulty tendencies of his natural character. 
lIe and his guide, however, are in very different states 
of IninJ. He is engrossed with the delight of his pre- 
sent feelings. He is yet thrilling under the dí yine 
touch. But his guide sees onward, far onwarJ, beyond 
that first range of beautiful mountains. Ile see
 the 
port:lls of a wilderness, and through them the wastes of 
pale glistening sand. Dangers and delusions, faintings 
and uncertainties, strange trials and unwonted tenlpta- 
tions, these are the images of the future which rise to 
the eye of the guide. Yet he is full of sYlnpathy. lIe 
looks with tender respect on the n1an whose soul God 
has touched. The gran,lest of all the signs of predes- 
tination is shining nu
estically round him, in this yoca- 
tion to the n1ystical apostolate of the inward life. lIe 
coull] almost kneel to one on whom God's finger has so 
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lately pressed, nay, is perhaps pressing still; only that 
these touches are very swift and trap.sitory, eyen when 
their consequences are permanent and lifelong: K ever- 
theless he is filled also with an affectionate anxiety, 
because of the numerous requirements he must TIlake 
upon his disciple. lIe must require generosity; that is 
the first of indispensable things. He must exact hu- 
mility, though just now he cares less for deficiencies 
there than in generosity. But at all events he Inust 
have such m3-terbl humility as alnounts to docility. 
The growing knowledge of God will bring the rest. 
These are great requirements; yet they are only two 
out ofml,ny. \Vhat can he dispen'3e with, so as neither 
to fl'ighten nor to burden the beginner? lIe nee(l not 
be lnuch afraid of frightening; for men are unconsciously 
brave, in whom a recent touch of God is still throhbing. 
nut he may easily burden him oyermuch, and so l11ay 
even suffocate grace in the soul. Generositr ancl 
Jll11uility are very great things, but so great, that at 
least he must with them have one lesser thing, one little 
thing, along with them, an engine slnall enough to be 
practicable, an Ï1nplement capable of working on small 
scales, a tool not too big to be well grasped and held 
tight without distracting the whole man by the TIlere 
effort of handling it. Ire chooses one, which his disciple 
harJly expected, nay, at present cannot bring himself 
to believe in,-a taste for reading. \yith all the yaried 
future as well as imminent difficulties of his dear disciple 
before him, the master seems exaggeratedly anxious that 
he shaull already hayc, or forthwith acquire, a taste for 
reading. To all he will say it is important, even inside 
the ,valls of a cloister, but to souls in the world, who 
have neither rule, cloister, nor superior, he will most 
dogmatically assert this taste for reading to be, as a 
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general rule, indispensable to perfection, and that with- 
out it he cannot pretend to undertake the work now 
entrusted to him. 
Beginners nlust take many things on faith. Long 
before they are perfect they will have learned that they 
must take all things on faith; such depths will have 
opened upon thmn as to show inscrutable difficulties 
everywhere. The habit of believing will have become 
stronger then than the habit of knowing. ]\Ien who 
have to learn, as all spiritual men have, that obscurity 
is the clearest and purest kind of light, have also other 
strange things to learn, and are too much engrossed to 
have tinle to be astonished. Beginners therefore must 
take for granted, that their master knows what he is 
about, when he lays such stress upon a taste for reading. 
Perhaps the nlonks of St. IIugh of Lincoln had to 
take it on f
ith, when their saintly abbot luade so nUlCh 
of it. llis biographer tells uS that it was one of his 
chief cares that all his religious should be provided with 
plenty of devout books, and books were scarce in those 
days. St. IIugh was always impressing upon them the 
duty of reading. lIe even went so far as to tell thenl 
that their spiritual books were "their arms in time of 
war, their occupation in time of peace, their support in 
time of trial, and their renlecly in time of sickness." 
St. Ignatius went quite along with St. IIugh in this 
matter. IIowever it is not nlY object at present to 
accunltllate authorities to prove the immense importance 
of reaJing in the spiritual life. I want rather to explain 
the stress laid upon it by ascetical nlasters, and to nlake 
it less strange to those who think it strange. Perhaps 
they win thus allow theulselves to be persuaded to a 
nlore generous docility in the matter. 
Other things being equal, a person beginning the 
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spiritual life with a taste for reading has a ll1llCh greater 
chance both of adnmcing and of p
rseYering, than one 
who is destitute of such a taste. Experience shows 
that it is really ahnost equal to a grace. The hardest 
thing in the worlJ is to think, that is, to think real 
thought. Goëthe said that, if Hlen wanted to think, 
they nlust avoid "thinking about thinking." This is 
a fatJ.l process, a quagmire which has sucked up 
generations of unfortunate young TIlen, and is capable 
of absorbing as nlany generations more. The best test 
of a system of education is the power of thinking which 
it engenders in its lllcn. If we are at all obserT"ant, 
"
e llluSt have been struck with this feature in the 
conversation of self-edueated nlen, that, while it is ycry 
often deyer, it is harlUy eycr characterized by real 
thought. The power of thinking is an immense help 
in the spiritual life. But it belongs to the few, and is 
lllostly the result of an excellent eJucation, which is, 
in this nlattcr as in all others, the grand nattu'al support 
of the life of the Church. K ext to the power of thinking 
we nlay reckon the power of reading, or, to be less exact- 
ing, the taste for reading, which in spiritual matters is 
practically the same thing with the multitude of filen, 
as the 1110st important of all the personal non-super- 
natural qualifications for an inward life. As the power 
of thinking is the highest test of a system of education, 
so the second test by which it shOUld be tried is its 
successful creation of a taste for reading. But by all 
persons a taste for reading is positively attainable, 
while the power of thinking is not so. 1\len, who haye 
been loosely and disjointedly educated, or educated 
without the cultivation of their imaginations, will haye 
all the nlore difficulty in acquiring this taste for reading. 
Still the difficulties are not yery formidable. The pro- 
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cess is little rnore than one of tinle. There are harder 
thinO"s to be done alon a the road to I Jerfection, and 
o o. 
success more than repays the effort. Any how, 
whether we have the taste for reading ah'eady, or 
whether we have to acquire it, we may be sure that 
he, who begins a devout life without it, l11ay consider 
the orllinary difficulties of such a life multiplied in his 
case at least by ten. I will now make SOllle observa- 
tions with a yiew of showing you, that this is not an 
exaggeration. 
In the first place, the lllere knowledge gained by 
reading spiritual books, even books which are very 
indirectly spiritual, is of incalculable Ï1nportance. I 
aIll not speaking of erudition. I aIll aware that there 
is a consent among the great ascetics of the seventeenth 
century, that learned persons are nearly the lllost diffi- 
cult to lead to perfection, both because the absorption 
of learning engrosses their intere:5t anll interferes with 
habits of contemplation, and abo because t
e process 
of study withers the freshness of the mind for prayer, 
and dries the affections as if an east wind had p:1ssed 
over them. But knowledge and learning are two 
different ideas. It is not easy to think out for our- 
selves even ver y obvious thinO's. Reallina suO"O"ests 
o 0 0;:) 
thelll to us. It increases the light round about us, 
and also the light within us. "
 e gain tÏ1ne by appro- 
priating through books the experience of others. 'Ye 
learn Il1ethoL1s which shorten roaL1s. "r e nnIltiply our 
motives of action, and we infuse new vigour into old 
lllotives by understanding them better. It is instruc- 
tive to observe, that, when God is pleased to raise igno- 
rant and illiterate persons to a high state of perfection, 
He infuses into them supernatural science, nlakina 
o 
theIll very f.requently eyeil accOInplisheJ theologians 
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and profounLl expositors of Scriptlu'e; as if knowledge 
l1lust lie in the spiritual soul eithel
 as a cause or an 
effect of holiness, or more probably as both. . It is the 
comnlon rule, that an ill-instructeLl person can nevcr 
attain any con-,iderable heights in devotion. lIe must 
have, for the lnost part, a knowlel1ge of spiritual things, 
and even some knowledge of theology. 
In the next place, we mllst take into account the 
direct as.,istance in our combat, which we derive frOlll 
reading books [I bout God, and the soul, and the virtues 
or the lives of the saints. They stir up our affections 
to GoJ as we read. They elicit by a gentle compul- 
sion continned acts of love, or hope, or faith, or desire, 
or contrition. They are like inspirations to us. Silent 
diyine voiceg leap into OlU. sonls frmn off the pnge. 
Spiritual reading is itself an essential exercise. It is 
a c;;prcial and peculiar form of prayer, the nl
tllagemeht 
of which is one of the important features of onr spiritual 
day. Ilistorically speaking, the reading of the livcs of 
the saints alone has been a 1110St energetic power of 
holiness in the Church for long ages. i : f It will ahnost 
snrpri'5e us if we make an effort to 1'en1e1nbe1' how n111ch 
"Te ourseh+es owe, in our little efforts after spirituality, 
to the study of the liyes of the saints. 
So far we have considered spiritual re
ding as directly 
an intrinsic portion of a devout life, one of its actnal 
anll ahllost indisprnsable exercises; and we ha1te con- 
sic1erccl thi'3 very briefly, illasilluch as it ùeserves to be 
han(lled separ[ttely, both because there is so 111uch to 
be said upon it, and because what 111ight be said is of 


. For illustrations of tho effects of reaèing the lives of the saint
, and 
also for the right method of reading them, see the Author's E:<say on 
Canonization, pp. 9, et scqq., and his Essay on the Characteristics of the 
Saints, PP. 17, et seqq. 
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such great iU1portance.* 'Yhat we have now to bring 
forwarJ, although it prÍ1llarily concerns spiritual read- 
in 6 , applies also to reading which need be only indirectly 
spiritual. E,.ery one n1ust have experienced the goo(l 
eff0cts of religious reill1illg as connected with prayer. 
Prayer is the granù difficulty of nlost souls. Solve that 
difficulty, and other difliculLies are solved with it. K 0\'1 . 
reaJing feeùs and furni.-;hes prayer. It supplies lllatter. 
It plants the wil\lerness. It irrigates what it lws 
phLntcd. The old luasters called it oil for the lamp of 
prayer. IIow often do lnen, not beginners only, Lut 
nlen who are far frOJl1 their beginnings now, complain 
that thC'y do not know what to think about at I1ledita- 
tion, or what to say to God. It i::; not too nUlCh to 
affii'll1, that regnlar ana rightly-practised spiritnal r('aJ- 
in/)" obviates at least half the difficulties of J1lCditation. 
o 
It is a sall thing to have been twenty yea.rs serdng 
GoJ, anù to be still fighting with our morning nlcdita- 
tion; although it is a cOlllfort to think that 
t. Teresa 
was engaged in those hostilities for :seyentcen years. 
Reaaing is also of no inconsiclerable service simply 
as an occupation of tinlC. The use of tiule is one of 
the chief difficultil's of the spiritual life. If we lllay 
distinguish the one frol11 the other, we shoukl be less 


!If A1thou
h I am not treating here of the right methoa of managing onr 
spiritual reaùing, I cannot re!'Ïst quoting for the reaùer's bcnefit n pas
age 
from Da('rianu;;, which deserves to be written in letters of golù. Noli eUi 
imitari, qui nullum legenùi on1inem sen'ant; sed. qnmt forte occl1rrerit, 
qUL.ùque ea.,u repererint, le
ere gaudent: quibus nihil sapit, nisi quod. no- 
vum est. et ioauùitum. Con:-ueta enim, ct vetera. omnia. quantumlibet 
utili a, fa'Stiùiunt. Tanta instabihtas proeul a. te sit: ipsa enillI non þ.ro- 
mm"et, sed dispergit .çpiriluln; et pel'it::u[ose la
01'att qui lwc mo,.
o vitiatus 
est. Yet how many are there who"e spiritual reaùing is a. luxur
', rather 
than a spiritual exercise! Ð,(('1"iallllS ap ..Yigronium. p. 199. in tructatu 
quinto. /)
 lectiQlle li7Jr. SlJÙ'ituu.l. 
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frightened of St. Teresa's vow, Always to do what was 
lllost perfect, than of St. ",,-\Jphon
ds; K C\'er to waste a 
IDOll1ent of time; and the Illost impressive thing in 
those wonderful eighty-eight years of St. Andre,v 
...t\.vellino is his never having let a moment glide by 
unperceived and unoccupied. It tries our faith to think 
of it. Now we cannot always keep our minds fixed on 
God, I Inean we who are not saints. 'Ye l11ay doubt 
it of the saints, gravely doubt it, but, having uo experi- 
ence of sainthood, we cannot dognlatize about it. Yet, 
when the effort to do so would be too much for us, 
th
re are in most of our days gaps of tilHe which would 
be fillecl up with inutilities. Inutilities would be the 
lllost innocent filling up of then1, yet how spirit-wast- 
ing also! Then reading, not our regular spiritual 
reaJing, which is a more serious and direct intercourse 
with God, but conscientiously chosen reading, even of 
a secular sort, comes in, and not only saves us from 
evil by being harmless, but does us a positive good in 
itself. 

1oreover it takes possession of the mind, of which 
the evil one is always on the watch to take possession. 
It occupies it. It garrisons it. It peoples it with 
thoughts which are directly or indirectly of GOlt Now 
in these Jays there are two contagious influences in the 
atmosphere around us, which are nlost deleterious to 
the spiritual life. They are the l11ultiplicity of interests, 
anll the rapidity of objects. It is sad to see the success 
with which these two thinO's thrust Goel out of our 
o 
n1Ï ill Is, perpetually edging.a little Inore forward, and 
a little l11ore, and a little l11ore. The lucre occupation 
of our Inincls, therefore, with religious objects, has 
bccOl11e of serious importance in devotion, especially 
to those who are living in the world, and so are forced 
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to hear its roar, and to turn giddy at the sight of its 
portentously swift whirling and revolving, as if it were 
a machine of God got loose from His control. I neetl 
not dwell on this, but it would not be easy to mal\:e 
too much of it. For, what has taken possession of the 
current of our thoughts has taken possession of our 
whole selves. A taste for reading is therefore especially 
necessary for these times, because of their perils anù 
their peculiarities. 
It i; by this occupation of our thoughts, that reading 
hinders castlebuilcling, which is an inward disease 
wholly incompatible with devotion. Perhaps it is 
speaking too broadly to say, that reading hinders it 
altogether, but at least it nlakes it much less likely, 
and confines it within mnch narrower bounds. In 
tCluptations also, it is a twofold help, both negative and 
positive. Negative, because all occupation involves the 
nonexistence of a great many temptations; and positive, 
because it furnishes an actual distraction while we are 
under tenlptation, as well as gives us light in our 
warfare with them, awl a heating of the heart which 
prevents our being chilled by their icy touch. It also 
deliyers us from listlessness, which is a dangerous 
enenlY of devotion, especially to those who live in the 
"
orld, and have not the help of an always pressing 
rule and the soft uninterrupted pulsations of comnlunity 
acts. Towards afternoon a person who has nothing to 
do drifts rapidly away from God. To sit down in a 
chair without an object is to jump into a thicket of 
tenlptations. A vacant hour is always the deyil's hour. 
'Vhen time hangs heavy, the wings of the spirit flap 
painfully and slow. Then it is that a book is a strong 
tower, nay a very church, with angels lurking anlong 
the leaves, as if they were so many niches. 
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But from our privacy let us pass to societr. Con- 
yers:ltion! what a stoTIny sea is that for å spiritual 
Juan to navigate I Pogsibilitics of s
n everywhere, rapill 
flow of indeliberate words, galloping of ilnages through 
the nlind, indistinct in the dust they raise, impossi- 
bility of adequate vigilance because of impossibility of 
ubiquity, unsatisfactory helplessness in the effort to pre- 
SetTe general purity of intention,-tongues whetting 
tongues, brain heating brain, faces Idndling faces, 
rapidity at last becon1Îng terrific, and with rapidity 
unguarded oblivion,-while truth, and justice, and 
charity, and reverence, and mørlesty, and kindness are 
stant.1ing round, mute listeners, shy, jealous, suspieious, 
frightened, almost fanciful, wincing visibly now and 
thcn,-and the great fact that we are talldng in God, 
,vith Iris immensity for our room, gradually growing 
less and less distinguishable! 'Vere it not so harcl to 
be one of the silent saints, even comlnonly good people 
would gradually steal into Carthusian clpserts. TIut 
reading helps to make conversation haru1less, by nlDking 
it less petty, and less censorious. Our books are our 
neighbonr's allies, by making it less necessary for us to 
di
cnss hinl. It is very hard for a person, who does 
not like reading, to talk without sinning. A8 a help 
to the government of the tongue, therefore, that govern- 
ment without which, as St. Jan1eS tells us, a. D.1an'S 
whole religion is vain, a taste for reading is invaluable. 
It also makes US and our piety more attractive to those 
around us. It enables us to adorn our Christian pro- 
fession much n10re in the sight of others. Ignorance is 
repubive, but I doubt if it is so repulsiye as that half- 
ignorant narrowness of ll1Înc1, which characterizes per- 
song who do not reacl. The world is full of ol
iections 
to devotion; and its want of geniality, of s
rn1pathy 
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with l11en and things, is one of the chief objections to 
it. \Ve l11ay be quite sure th8.t nlen have on the 
whole preache(l the G-ospel in their conversa tion n10re 
when they spoke indirectly on religion, than when they 
spoke directly on it. C01l1illon interests are a bond. 
",'Te are better n1Ïssionaries in daily society, if we have 
a taste for reading; and this of course does not nlean 
spiritual reading on the one hand, nor on the other 
that light reading which dissipates our spirit, sullies 
our faith, and l11akes our conversation puerile or frothy. 
Above all, a taste for reaùing is necessary for Christian 
parents. It is evil for those children who are more 
educated by tutors anù gon>rnesses than by their own 
parents. A Inother, who is little with her children, is 
but half a mother; and how dull, and foolish, and 
uninteresting, and uninfluentialll1Ust children gro'
 up, 
if, as their minds expand, they find the conversation of 
their parents, as the conversation of unreading persons 
Inust be, en1pty, shallow, gossiping, vapid, and Inore 
childish than the children's talk anlong then1selves! 
It is this which explains what we so often observe, that 
a taste for reading, or the absence of it, is hereditary. 
Furthrl'll1Ore, still speaking of society, a taste for read- 
ing often hinders our taking the wrong side in practical 
questions, which are mooted in the world, but tell upon 
tht3 Church. It does this, either by the information it 
has enabled us to obtain on the su
iect itself, or by 
making our instincts accurate ana sensitive through our 
fmniliarity with right principles, and with the subjects 
kindred to the one under discussion. Look how n1any 
littleminded, narrow-sighted good people get on a 
"Tong tack about the Church, and the Pope, and public 
affairs, especially in a non-catholic country, simply 
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because, having no taste for readiñg, they are fractions 
of 111en rather than 111cn. 
Now to go back to ourselyes again, and our own 
self-in1proveu1ent. Do we not all'perceiye in onrseln"s 
a tendency to become vulgar, to be interested with 
petty interests, to be recreated by foolish recreations, 
to be allured by ignoble pursuits? It seen1S as if, when 
the gay liberty and sweet clever silnplicity of chilllhood 
evaporated, they left some dregs of sheer unmitigated 
puerility behind them, which made a shallow in the 
soul upon ,vhich we were ever and anon stranding. 
Very high spirituality sets us far above all this. But 
which of us is dwelling in those regions? 
Ieanwhile 
a taste for reading obyiously does the same work for us 
in another way, and naturally with inferior success, 
yet with a success con1plete in its kind and degree. 
It raises us. It cans out our n1anhood. It 111akes us 
grave. It infuses an elen1ent of greatness into every- 
thing about us. The same taste also helps us with our 
temper. It aids us in the supernatural work of gaining 
inward peace. 'Yhen we are fretted, anJ are too feeble 
to lay hold of higher things, we have always a self- 
tranquillizing process at hand in reading. But who is 
not fretted wellnigh d
ily, and wellnigh daily forfeiting 
graces by his fretfulness? "Then I said before, that a 
taste for reading was especially necessary for these 
timcs, I said also that it was especially necessary for 
those leading devout lives in the world; for they are 
the souls who n10st want peace, and least find it. 
I am afraid of ll1aking you suspect me, by the multi- 
plicity of my reasons. Nevertheless you must bear 
patiently with son1e n10re, which will not occupy us 
long. The spiritual life is always more or lesg a work 
in the dark; but it is a darkness in which Y
'C see. 
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 eycrtheless when we can see what we are doing, and 
whither we arc going, what our work is, and how God 
woulJ haye us to do it, we work 1110re securely, ancl 
aclyance more rapitlly. Even when we see our end 
before us, we have often to arrest ourseh'es in life, and 
TI1ake a deliberate election of the n1eans best calculated 
to brin a us to our end; and still more often haye we to 
o 
decide upon the character of some apparent means, 
which 111ay in reality be a temptation or a distraction, 
either to turn us aside fr0111 the right road, or at least 
to hinder us from concentrating our efforts upon our 
sin ale ascertained end. In all these cases we derive 
o 
the greatest assistance fronl reading. Indeed it is 
astonishing how pertinent all our reading seen1S to 
become, when we are in difficulties. It is as if the 
noly Ghost, rather than ourselves, had chosen what we 
should read; and it is lIe 1110St assuredly who gives it 
now such a special unction and special nlCssage to our 
souls in their present straits. 
As a taste for reading assists us by illmninating our 
own work, so does it enlarge our charity in judging of 
the work of others. The more 'we know, the less nar- 
row are our minds. Our sphere of yision is increased. 
Our horizon is wider. \Ve appreciate the manifold 
varieties of grace and of vocations. \Ve see how God's 
glory finds its account in almost infinite diversity, and 
how holiness can be at h0111e in opposites, nay, ho"\v 
what is wrong in this nlan is acceptable, perhaps heroic, 
in that other nlan. lIenee we free oursel,.e8 from little 
jealousies, frOlll uncharitable doubts, from unworthy 
suspicions, from unsympathetic cautions, frOl11 unge- 
nerous delays, from narrow criticis111s, fronl conceited 
pedantries, froln shallow pomposities, about others and 
their good works, things which are the especial diseases 
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of little great men ana little good men, &nù which lnay 
be said to frm)t.rate one-third, if not lnore, oj all the 
good works .which are attelnpted in the Church. Gooù- 
nes:;, which is not greatness also, is a s
ld luisfortune. 
'Yhile it saves its own sonl, it will not let others saye 
theirs. E
pecially does it contrive, in proportion to 
its influ2nce, to put a spoke in the wheel of all progress, 
and ha
 ahnost a talent for interfering with efforts for 
the sah-ation of souls. X ow, if reading did no lllore 
than abate the virulence of anyone, of these eight 
diseases of narrow gooùness, mentioned above, would,it 
not be a huge ,vork? For we are all of us little at 
tilues, even when we are not habitually little. Self- 
love 111akcs us jealous, anù jealousy 111akes us little. 
TIut how luuch luore, as experience teaches us, does a 
taste for reading do, than lnerely abate the virulence of 
these things! How IllLlUY a narrow n1Ïncl has it not 
lnade broad! Ilo\V n1any close, stifling, unwindowecl 
hearts has it not filled with mountain air anù sunshine, 
mIll willcned thenl to noble spacious hDlls, so nULking 
room for God, where He had no roonl before! 
It also heightens our whole spiritual standing by 
Juaking us nlOre free fi'onl hunlan respect. 'Yhen we 
have a taste for reading, and reading approved religious 
books, we acquire the sense of standing under the eye 
and at l,he judgluent-seat of great and holy n1Índs. 
1'hcir j ullgnlC'nts gh

 t.he law to ours. They introduce 
us into another world, where right nleasures and true 
stanJarlls prevail, and where injll
tice and falsehood 
are righted in the 1l1ind as t.hey will be righted in fact 
at the general dOO1ll. Ilence the j uc1gments of that 
little inoffi('ient circle ilnnlcdiatcly round oursclw\s, 
".hirh we SUrni.t111e the "'''0 rIll, are less inlportant, les;') 
all- in-all in our e
yes, than they used to be. "\Ye ha vo 
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got accustOlned to higher tlVllgS, to wider prospects, to 
greater worlJ.s. Ile, who does not suffer fronl the 
tJTanny of human re::;pect, will hardly appreciate the force 
of this reason: but in what fortunate clinle, or even in 
what anchoret's cell; is that blissful nlan to be found? 
Last of all, we Inust not forget St. IIugh's reason for 
Inaking nluch of good books, that they make illness and 
sorrow nlore 
nc1urable. Doubtless what has surprised 
us in all our illnesses is that they have sanctified us so 
little. Pain has done so 11luch less for us, than by all 
accounts it shoulJ. have done. Our experience of the 
1natter has not been the Sa1ue as the experience of the 
s_lÏnts. It is not so much that we have been less 
patient, as that we have been nlore anÏlnal. "\Ye have 
been occupied with the physical part of our suff
rings. 
All our energies have been absorbed in the effort of 
endurance. Even sorrow we make too physical. 1\lo1'e- 
over, though others should not ask too much of us, 
neither should we unwisely overtax ourselves, yet there 
is no doubt we allow both sorrow and sickness to nlake 
us more iùle than they need do. "\Ye waste tinle in 
suffering, ,,
hen Inornents, always preeious, are more 
precious than at any other t.iJne of life. K ow in the mat- 
tcr of patience, in the matter of inwardly sanctifying 
our sufferings, and in the nlatter of neeJlcss indolence, 
'we shall find a taste for reaJing of great service to us 
both in 
(;kness and sorrow. 
"But all these are very low anJ nlerely natural 
reasons!" True: but are 've fit for higher things yet? 
Ilave we any dispensation froin the earlier stages of this 
grand journey? Surely, if ,ye rightly estilnate our- 
selves, we Inay feel that we are too low for the lowest 
thing that is good; but we cannot feel that we are too 
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high for anything. IIere tien are ab?ut twenty reasons 
why a spiritual guide is so anxious to knoW" whether 
one, who is just putting hinlself under direction, has a 
taste for reading. He knows by experience that this 
taste will practically do the 'work of higher graces, 
before we have yet reached, in the common course of 
things, the region where those higher graces dwell. 
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To ourselves it is always good to lllake the best of a 
baJ case; but in persu
lding others it is good to adn1Ït 
the worst in that which is the subject of their C0111- 
plaints. Now most men in most stages of the spiritual 
life cOlnplain that piety is monotonous. An interior 
life is dull, tame, uninteresting, uniform, wearisome, 
awl sickly. It would be easy to answer, as lllany do 
answer, that to meditate on the lllagnificences of God 
can hardly be dull; to fight for our lives with the 
superior intellect and huge power of a fallen seraph can 
hardly be tame, whatever else it lllay be; to be all clay 
receiving new actual graces, realizing new increments of 
sanctifying grace, listening to numerous and wonderfully 
diversified inspirations of the Holy Spirit, can hanDy 
be uninteresting; to be changing in grace, and love, and 
knowledge, nearly every hour cannot strictly be called 
uniforln; awl to be fighting God's battle even with the 
1110st Í1nportunate and dishonouring temptations cannot 
truly be a sickly thing, even though it may be fatiguing. 
Indeed from an intellectual point of view it would 
not be easy to find anything in the world so 
thoroughly refreshing, so actively full of changeful 
vitality, or so briskly interesting, as a spiritual life. It 
is the healthiest, lnanliest, completest, divinest thing on 
earth. Resolve it into its elements of prayer, of light, 
of love, of heavenly cOlnmunications, and of the highest 
operations of a human will, and what more noble, 
more free, more wiJe, more magnificent? Look at its 
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d
ll'ker siLle, failures, ten1ptations:, fallings short, inward 
trials, diabolical intrusions, and what" more interesting '? 
At the lca
t interesting, at the least not n10notonous, if 
it be nothing else. This is an answer, common enough, 
and true in its W:1Y, yet mninently ungatisfactory, 
because it is not genuine. It wants the persuading 
charlll of truthfulnC'ss, although it is true: and for this 
reason, that it is only true to us when ,ve do not feel 
piety 1110notonous, while it is untrue to us when the 
monotony is sell'3ible. It remains speGulatiyely true, 
while it is practi<.;all y false. I'fi ascetics, Ltg well as in 
theology, ,ve need something n10re than logic in order 
to dil;Jcoycr truth, sOll1ething indC'etl above logic. 1! nless 
we can elubrace in our 111inds, and feel not to be con- 
tradiction,;, opposite truths which are not only seen1Ïng 
contraùietions, but to u.s effectually irreconcileable, we 
can never hold the truth. 'Ve Inust sacrifice it to the 
rigour of an unfruitful consistency. 'Yhoever read and 
comparerl half a dozen theologians on Grace, and dill not 
see this? Yet when these theologians came to preach 
sern10ns or write spiritual books for the people, they all 
taught alike; they Were all at their ease; they all 
turned t.heir faces one way, to make people acknowledge 
that salvation was wholly of grace; then they all calmly 
turned their faces the othcr way, anJ reproached al1l1 
insisted as if free-will could do it all; anJ they founJ 
the teaching of incOll1p:ltibles a
 easy as it was eon1for- 
table, when it concerned divine' things. So is it in 
conflicting questions in the spiritual life. The experi- 
Once of kindly direction will do for our ascetical theorif's, 
what the patient and observant confessional ùoes for our 
theology. 
So then I give up this answer about the monotony of 
piety. I an1 not going to aJn1Ínister to you a dignified 
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reproof for calling the service of God and the salvation of 
your souls a tame and uninterrsting work. I achllit it. 
I admit it to be my o".n experience. Indeed I believe 
the admission will help us to the better sight of some 
truthg, which, although they will not nlake piety less 
l11onotonous, will teach us what to do with onr mono- 
ton,r, and how to ID3ke the most of it. I will freely 
confess that I know nothing in the world, to which I can 
cOInpare for monotony the oeca
ional drag of a pious 
life, except either the being detained at a country inn 
during a hopelessly wet clay, or driving a tired horse in 
a gig for a long stage which is. on the collar the whole 
way. Not very dignified compari'30ns! No-but where 
shall we find any dignity about the monotonous? 
'Ve are out of the atmosphere of dignity, when ,ve are 
in the rC'gion of monotony. 
Let us get a clear idea of monotony. It is SOll1ething 
more than the being uninteresting, something more 
than the being uniforlll, sOlllething mOTe than honesty 
downright weariness. "\Ve may get tired of looking at 
lightning. It is about the last sight in the world to get 
tired of. Still we may tire of Ít. Yet no one coulc! 
call lightning monotonous. Rahel Varnhagen used to 
say, "IIeavenly n1en love lightning." .A.n interesting 
thing 111<1Y becOIne nlonotonous by our becOll1ing callous 
to its excitement. Yet it need not {-hereby cease to be 
interesting. Even a change may become 1110notonous to 
us, from its following unifornl laws in a lifeless and 
pedantic ,yay. Novelties may be ulonotonies even 
"hile they are still noyelties, from being forcedly new, 
or obviously new as treats to us and dish'actions to US 1 
having the old exprcslSions of countenance unùer their 
nlasks, and the old odour about their flowers. This i'3 
espcciallJ' true of novelties in devotion. They are 
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simply 01<1 friends COll1e back on the stage with their 
jackets turned insiJe out, and their hats cock(Çd on the 
other side. Our spiritual nurses coax us to receive 
theIll as noyclties, and pretend to go into extasies with 
their newness. 
\..las! we are too old for those dear 
deceits, yet not olJ enough to know that life is too short 
to let it be worth our while to be indignant with 
iUlpostures. 
In fact monotony is a very Ul1nlonotonous thing. 
Yet this is true of all the varieties of lllonotony, that 
they keep do,\
n mnong the littlenesses of our nature, 
and betray us into all In::mner of protean unworthiness. 
There are monotonies which irritate, like the nlonotony 
of a Dlan who is always joking and punning. All fornls 
of stupidity are irritating, but this perhaps most of all. 
SOll1C monotonies are pl:.lCiJ, and minister to our inllo- 
lcncr, like the plashing of a fountain. l\1ost men have 
one nlonotony or other which neyer tires thelll. To Dle 
the sound of the wind blo,ving and wailing is always 
new 111usic anll ahnost articulate speech. The fluent 
conycrsation of a lighthearted granlnlatical lllan is a 
delightful lllonotony, quite apart fronl the sense which 
there mayor lnay not be in his talk. Sense is not 
requisite, only fluency and grmnmar. Some 1110noto- 
nies are alnlost uniycrsally dcpressing, as the monotony 
of a SOleIlln nlanner, which to the Dlale sex is ahllost 
without exception intolerable, yet is attractive and 
influential with i:nany women, perhaps as indicating 
sOll1ething foreign to their nature; for a solenln WOlllau 
is surely not conlnlon, anJ, if anybody has seen one, he 
has Inost probably found that she was not a favourite. 
Thcn there are nlonotonies which rest us, as, in certain 
Inoods at least, the 8ight of the wilderness or the sea. 
But I have said enough about monotonies. I want to 
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force a picture of it into your lnind, rather than to 
furni->h you wíth a definition, else I nlight have dis- 
lnissed the whole matter by giving you the oILl one. 
" '"'" ant of variety in caùence ;" for it is just this which 
annoys us in life, when our life is for ever repeating the 
sanle cadences, like a preacher who preaches as if ho 
,,-ere doing a lection in choir. Alas! and is not this 
true of alnlost all lives in these slnooth days, that they 
are all on one note? 
'Ve will start then with the admission that piety is 
almost unpardonably monotonous, and that we may the 
lllore pardonably complain of this, first of all, because 
at the outset it distinctly pron1Ïsed to be otherwise, and 
secondly because really 1110notony is not a quiet suffer- 
ing, like a degree too I1Hwh of heat on a sumnler day, 
but it is a positive strain upon liS. It is an active 
annoyance, not a merely passive one. Now then, 
without the slightest hope of changing matters, indeed 
without the least effort to do so, and without any pur- 
pose, let alone expectation, of finding a renledy, we 
plunge into the matter in order to investigate it, be- 
lieying that something practical will come of the inves- 
tigation, without exactly knowing or caring how much 
or what. 'Ye shall at least pass through some country, 
and see s0111ething; and a man is not worth much who 
is not a trifle the better, deeper, and truer 111an for 
everything he sees. I have a presentÏ1nent, that with 
a little adroitness we can make capital of our monotony. 
'Yhy is piety so monotonous? "Really," some of 
J'ou nlaj say, "now that you force me to think of it 
steadily, I do not perceive that it is so monotonous." 
Fortunate soul! then read no further. You will perhaps 
find suitable ll1atter for you in other Conferences, if 
rather JOU are not happily above the need of anJ Con- 
21. ' 



33S 


THE l\IOXOTOXY OF PIETY. 


ferences. The rest of us will ,\.ork out this problem of 
our monotony, and try to forget it for a while by the 
very working of it. Vfhy is piety so nlonotonons '! 
Because it lies in so small a cOlllpass, because there are 
only Ten COlnlnandments, because it is all fear, because 
it is all love. These are reasons, brief enough, and 
,vith nothing in them to be complained ot. N eyerthe- 
less piety would not be less monotonous, if \ve had nlore 
than Ten Commandments to keep, or if the Counsels 
,vere innumerable. 'Ye have little need to cOlllplain of 
piety lying in such a sn1all con1pass; for that narrow 
compass is wider than we can conveniently stretch our- 
sel ves to fill. But the ans'\
ers are too sunlmary, 
altogether too narrow for the question. 'Ve must 
answer more at length, more in detail. 
The spiritual life is the progress of the finite creature 
towards unron with the InfinÌte. In all its stages the 
pl:ocess of being conformed to God is going on in the 
soul. Nothing IS indifferent. Every IDOlllent of time 
n1ay be made to bear the burden of sonlething which is 
eternal. Each separate action, no matter how triyiaI, 
is capable of holLling a supernatural iInmensity. The 
grace, which enables us to do supernatural things, is 
coming to us constantly in ".ays which are impercepti- 
ble except to the greatest vIgilance, and operating in us 
with such fineness and delicacy as require a heavenly 
discernnlent, in order that we hlay 'perceiye thcIn, and 
cooperate with them. On the other hand, the unwor- 
thiness of our nature is almost unbounded, and its 
manifold unfitness for such a diyine union is disabling 
us at every turn. So that we have to live down anlong 
our own Inotives, and consort with all the creeping and 
cr3-wling things of self-Ioye, in order to be proyideJ 
against a surprise. 
Ioreoyer nature to the last draws 
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one way, and grace from the first draws another. Thus 
the three leading characteristics of the spiritual life 
nlust always be effort, detail, and slowness, all three 
things monotonous, and the sustained combination of 
the three almost an insufferable n10notony. 
'Yhen we advance in self-knowledge, and by grace 
haye obtained a tolerable command over those greater 
passions, whose tyranny has in it son1cthing of a S8C111- 
ing dignity, and even the shame of which i::; felt not to 
be degrading, ,ve come to the meanness of our nature 
and character. IIerc the work becOInes slower, at the 
very moment that it has grown less endurable. The 
details also multiply, and fresh vigoul' has to be infused 
into efforts which have no sort of external stimulus to 
cheer them on, and yery often hardly a place on which 
to rest their lever. The drag of the spiritual life is not 
so much felt by a n1an when he is getting out of his 
sins, and quelling the revolts of his greater paesions, as 
it is ,vhen he comes to his ungenerosities, his little 
untruthfulnesses, his ingrained hypocrisies, his mean 
jealousies, his degrading spites, his incredible conceits, 
his causeless dislikes, the undignified vagaries of his 
,vounded feelings, his secret slavery of human respect, 
and all the crookednesses of his self-love. It is here 
that the monotony begins. All the phases of the work 
only deepen its monotony. 
Dirty work, such aB dig
ing and delYing in a swamp, 
is well known to be more wearisome than other work, 
even when it is not more tiring in itself. I t is 
'wearisome because it is dirty; and the discon1fort of 
it is a not inapt representation of the work of the 
spiritual life. It is a work also at which we must 
always labour stooping, and the posture adùs to the 
monotony. It is an extrcIllel.r solitary toil. 'Ye 
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cannot work at our soul in gangs. V\
 e nlust labour in 

ecret. Even the intelligence anù sympathy of our 
directors cannot reach into the innermost secrets of our 
secrecy. Thus there is nothing to beguile the tinle. 
It is sheer work, unparticipated, unconlmunicated, un- 
relieved. Furthermore, our efforts are attended with 
extren1ely little success, and lllOst even of that little is 
iInperceptihle to ourselves, or inlperceptible at the tÏIne. 
It is not a work which can be put in detail uncler any 
external obedience. It can only be generally under 
obedience. The n1Ïnutest regulations of a director, 
which, because of their very minuteness, are as often a 
snare to souls as a help to theIn, are only a general 
obedience, compared with the nÜnute intricacy of the 
ever-shifting operations within. Then, again, a work 
soon becOllles wearisome when it is not under obedience, 
wearis01ue ,vith a we
triness quite different fr0111 that 
produced by the uniforIn pressure of obedience, and 
harder far to bear. l\Ioreoyer, the perpetual shifting of 
the operations of the interior life is itself a fountain of 
1nonotony; for there is no monotony so fiat as the 
1110notony of endlessly fluctuating change. 
To be always beginning is an irritating as well as an 
uninteresting thing. Yet this also is an invariable 
characteri::;tic of the spiritual life. It is a work which 
alnlost any ch3-nge of outward position, so nlorally 
feeble are we, actually interrupts. 1'hen there is a 
beginning again at the s
une place with the SaIne tools 
and under the old difficulties. It is like the perpetual 
falling in of a tunnel in unnlanageable loose soil. 
3foreover it is a work which we only very imperfectly 
understand; and understanding is light, and light is 
éheerfulness. To say Office without knowing Latin 
laust obviously be 111uch more irks01ne than saJing it as 
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a scholar says it. K either recitation is irksome if we 
have sensible sweetness; but who has that always"? 
Still, in n10st things, we are always working to,vards 
the light, always approaching an understanding of what 
we are about. But the teasing thing about the spiritual 
life is, that what we begin to understanll inunel1iately 
changes into sou1ethÍng eIse, as soon as we eOll1e to 
understand it. Grace is always drawing us over the 
bordel", into a c1al'kncss beyond. Even while we our.... 
sehTes are in the light, our attractions are far ontwal'll 
in the dimness ahearl of us. It is also to be eon
idered 
that a11ything like a satisfactary spiritual life implies a 
great deal of steady self-punishment. A certain quiet 
unmercifulness towards self is the indispensable conùi.... 
tion of all inward peace. 'Ye have also to strengthen 
our hand to a firmer and Iuore vigorous chastisen1en t of 
self, especially at those tÌIlles when we are most dis- 
couraged by recent and unexpected defeats. Yet all 
the while, so little arc wOe rooted in our work, that any 
breath is enough to blow us away, when we are engaged 
in it. 
There are many varieties of inward lives. But the 
features, enumerated abuve, belong to all of theIne 
They are in the nature of the case. The one thing, 
which is eq11ally the rCRult of all those nun1erous causes, 
is monotony. Of course there is a great deal to be KiÌLl 
on the other side. Upon what question is there not '? 
It is true also, that a man may be justly reproved for 
complaining too much of this monotony of piety. ...\ 
111an of great graces may perhaps be reproved for com- 
plaining at all. But we D1Ust deal gently with t11e 
great multitude of those who are honestly trying to 
l
J'ep doseI' to God than a D1ere avoiding of sin in1plies. 
There are some who treat with dignified contempt, not 
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only the complaint, but the vcry fec
ing of this mono- 
tony. They deny that there can be any solid virtue 
where such a feeling exists, except as the merest transi- 
tory tenlptation. l{ather may w"e say, that where con- 
telllpt exists, no solid virtue can exist. Indeed it is 
shrewùly to be suspected that those, who have not felt 
this burden of 1110notony, have only escaped the feeling, 
because the burden they have tried to carry was so 
exceedingly little, or because they have carried it only 
a little way. A man, who has alwaJs found it plain 
sailing, and has never failed to bave sun and stars 
visible when he wanted them for observations, 11lay be 
sure he is sailing over a pacific ocean of his own, very 
different from the wild, uncertain, clouded seas, where 
saints and saint-like men so often find tllemselves at the 
IIlercy of wind and weather. 
But let us look at the matter from an opposite point 
of view. l\Iost of most men's success in life comes frOlll 
the yigorous play of their natural activity. The abbot 
Esaias says, that ()f the three things necessary to tIw 
pursuit of perfection natural activity is one.* E,'en good 
,vorks owe no little of their success to this. It has been 
observed that men, who go about the country giving 
missions and retreats with all the excitement of frcsh 
air, new faces, new places, new work, and the energetic 
reactions after physical weariness, find it difficult to 
cultivate a really, or at least a profoundly, interior 
spirit. The chronicles of religious orders are full of 
cxalllples of this, and the arrangelnents of sflintly foun- 
a
rs exhibit a presentinlcnt of it. The admiration men 
have for the exccptions is a conclusive demonstration of 
the rule. The truth is, natural activity is 11lust eager 


* Impetu8 secundum naturam, itS he cans it. l'igronius confirms this 
doctriue. See de diligelJtia spirituali, cap. iii, sec. 10. 
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to saye grace the trouble of working; and it may safely 
be confessed that this same natural activity does no 
little of the outside work of the Church, and does it 
'well. It has not often happened, though there are 
nota1lc exceptions,* that successful mission-preachers 
or converters have been eminent directors. They want 
the inward peace, the leisurely concentration, and the 
habit of not looking for results, which for the most part 
build up a safe and intelligent director. 
K ow what is it which gives our lives the swinJ, 
which men see and admire, and by which we accom- 
plish our successes? 
It i':i the intrinsic joyousness of natural activity. 
'Ye are inspirited by our own effervescence. Our life 
seems to accumulate by nlere speed. 'Ve mesmerize 
ourselves, and so double our powers, and multiply our 
senses. 'Ve are always throwing our innerlnost selves 
outside of ourselves, and so producing the nlost astonish- 
ing results. 'Ve widen ourselves by this sort of self- 
externation, and so make ourselves capable of doing 
more than one man's work. Our self-love riots in the 
stimulus of enthusiasm, and becomes downright power 
in the excitement of success. 'Ye live in the midst of 
inward shouts and cheers and huzzaing, until ,ve seem 
all fortitude, and learn to disbelieve in the impossible. 
'Ve do various work, and variety always multiplies the 
amount of work at least by ten. Our results are yisi- 
ble, and the vision of thenl is a grand attraction. There 
is nothing dry about results. They fatten self-love, and 
a wellfed self-love, what shoulcl ever tire it, what J11ay 
it not hope to do, what expectations can ever be reason- 
ably considered unreasonable to such a thing as it is? 


· For instances of some of these exceptions see tile Author's Essay on 
Catholic Uome Missions, PP. 70. 71. 
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Results also n1ake a noise, and noise is an endless 
battle-cry to an active spirit. Sile
ce is thø wearing 
thing, thin and unsatisfactory and void where the SOlÙ 
is not full of God. Among 111any results some must be 
great ones, and their greatness is an intoxication. Then 
an externnllife, when it is at full swing, is replete with 
changes an(l conttasts, which make it as interesting to 
us as a ron1ance. 'Ye have no tilne to get tired of any- 
thincr. The scenes in the dran1a are too short rather 
L> 
than too long. All this increases our speed, and with 
our speed our mOlnentum, and with our monleIitulll our 
facility. Our arms lengthen, and ,ve en1brace the 
,yorlù. Then comes the delighted complaint of the 
nutltiplicity and the nlanifoldness of what we have to do, 
and our speed never lets us see how unsatisfactorily we 
are doing it all. Qllantity is what the world admires, 
and so we are hounded on by praise. Nobody finds 
fault. They are too busy staring. You cannot both 
stare and speak at once. Staring requires the whole 
face. \, e throw details oyerboard, and look only at 
general
. N ow we can be busy without being fatigued. 
Those details-they were the drag, the vexation, secret 
nests of responsibility eyery one of them: and greediest 
devourers of time. \Ve are positiyely out of 11reath 
ourselves with the speed of our lives, and the downright 
awfulness of our success. Yet there is a seeming dignity 
about h
ying too n1any things to do which to the eye of 
the world enyelopes us in an appearance of repose. 'Ve 
seem to be III arching through life, marching to music, 
while we are in reality tearing through it, like a planet 
got loose in space. 
This is the kind of life for swing, for natural artivity, 
for visibility of results. This is the kind of life in 
which a little grace grows furthest, or srems to do so. 
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"hat is the opposite of all this? The spiritual life ! 
'Yhat a change! Burrowing in the dark, hidden frOlll 
all nlen; for all comfortable purposes hidden even from 
ourselves. Silence and deep night, solitude and a 
strange place, an elenlent in which we moye sluggishly 
like tortoises, a land overshadowed by dread presences, 
haunted by phantOlllS of eyil, terrified by possibilities, 
which are l1101'e often likelihoods, of sin, a sort of peevish 
concentration of distraction about details, an altogether 
microscopic life! 'Yhat a change! It is as if we had 
become deaf all at once, and blind a few minutes after- 
"\\ar<.1s. This is the picture of the self-hindered luan 
praying his way into the neighbourhood of the superna- 
tural; for that is not a place into which he can cither 
think his way, or speak his 'way, or push his way. 
The prospect is one of boundless n10notony, when the 
horrified eye of natural actiyity gazes oycr it; and alas! 
there are few of us that are worth more, than the worth 
which our natural acth'ity confers upon us. 
But is it then really and definitely decided, that a 
thing on which so much depends, and which is nladc up 
of such component parts, as the spiritual life, is unin- 
teresting? It is hard not to suspect SOhlC fallacy in such 
a conclusion. In reply to this we may say, that the 
fceling of Inonotony does not arise so nluch frOln the 
nature of the spiritual life itself, as from the imperfect 
and wounded state of our own nature. It is one of the 
phases of our fallen state, and its consequcnt unworthi- 
ness. Eternal interests do not cxcite our sluggishness. 
It is not they that are unintercsting, but we that are 
uninterested. Neither again is it a feeling always fclt, 
but only at times, and least at those tinles when the 
spiritual life has most its own w
y. But there is sonle- 
thing more than this to be said. ,\
 e must distinguish 
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SOll1ewhat between monotonous and uninteresting. .A. 
thing n1ay be interesting and yet monotonous; nay, it 
is pos
ible that the yery interest of a thing may increase 
its 111onotony. K ow it happens that this is actually the 
CJ,Se with the spiritual life. It is lnade more monoto- 
nous by the very things which make it most inter- 
esting. 
'Vhen an intense seriousness accompanies every step 
in a long line of actions, and those actions remain the 
same in the same place, to be accomplished in the SaIne 
way, through a repetition of the same obstacles, and 
with only the same results, the seriousness will increase 
the burden of the monotony. Sunny natures are so 
light, and gloomy natures so peevish, that they can 
neither of them bear the yol
e of seriousness long; for 
seriousness is as little congenial to gloom as it is to 
lightness. Yet this same seriousness must run alongside 
the spiritual life in its longest length. 'Ve never part 
company with it except through a faU. 'Ve cease to be 
spiritual when we cease to be serious. 1\loreover 
've have to do with God always, and to do with lIi,n in 
the m05t intimate way; and in divine things that which 
is n10st intimate is also most frightening. Reyerence is 
a constraint, yet to lose reverence is to lose everything. 
But constraint is enough of itself to c}.'eate 1110notony; 
or rather, when long continued, and with a pressure 
w11Ïch does not vary much, it of itself becomes 1110notony. 
Sin, either in its past, present, or future tense, runs right 
through the composition of the spiritual life, and above 
all things keeps us on the alert. Yet the perpetually 
fretting shadow, anll the perpetual sta.rting at shadows, 
makes the journey extremely I110notonous, while these 
shadows are also then1sclves its n10st painful interests. 
Neither ùoes our poor nature like to be kept al ways in the 
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same posture. It wishes to yawn; it would fain fold its 
arms; at least it must be allowed to stretch its legs. 
Always to sit, always to stand, always to lie down, all 
are equally insupportable: but to be always kn
eling,- 
the thought of it is terrible. Yet the spiritual life is 
not a work at which we can take liberties, The very 
gra,rity of its interests forbids that. But a change of 
posture is a liberty; frequent change of posture an unsafe 
liberty, indeed incompatible with true spirituality. 
The interest of piety also disallows its indulging in any 
recreation. 'Ve cannot give our consciences a holiday, 
or give over prayer for a while, as ,ve give over lessons. 
The tension nlust be always on us, not an unvarying 
tension certainly, yet a tension. The bow is always 
bent, and will take a year to recover its having been an 
hour unstrung. The height of the prize at which we 
airll augments our strain. The attitude fittest for star- 
gazing does not comport itself conlfortably with our 
anatOll1Y. The risk is trenlendous; and a trenl('ndous 
jeoparJy, while it is terribly interesting, is insufferably 
monotonous. Then after all, we have come to think so 
little trustfully or gallantly of our poor degenerate 
nature, that final perseverance, as a grace God keeps in 
His own hands to the last, looks ouly like a chance in 
a supernatural lottery. Indeed it is not so; for it is 
a grace which an earnest life can secure, though the 
holiest life cannot nlerit it. Yet it looks like a lottery, 
and this adds to the interest by increasing the nervous- 
ness. Yet what nlonowny is worse than a continuity 
of fear? Thus it is, that the iute1.'ests of the spiritual 
life are, from their peculiar chal 1 acter, the feeders of its 
monotony, 
'Ye have then made out a case against piety, namely, 
that it is monotonous. Now what is the gooù of all 
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this enquiry? ,\Ylwt profit is there in the chal'gc, ancl 
in the laborious substantiation of it? 'Ye shall succeed 
in discouraging people lllore than they are discouraged 
already.. Is that what ,V'e wish? Surely the very 
opposite. Illogical as it may seem, there are few things 
lllore consoling to lllen than the lllcre finding that other 
Inen have felt as they feel. Neither is it in reality 
illogical. Special e,Tils are the IllOSt frightening; and 
that evil cannot be special, which is confesÐed to be 
part of the experience of others. 'Ye feel piety to be 
lllonotonous. As ,vas said at first, the service of Goel 
is often a sensible drag upon us. It becomes- flat anll 
òull, failing to excite us; and degenerating into a wea- 
risome constraint. There is al,vays sOll1ething n10re 
than this in it, but that sOlllething lies deep down. 
'Vhat is on the surface is n10notony, and dulness, and a 
struggle just on the point, for ever on the point, of 
ceasing to be a struggle at all. There are tin1es when 
the sense of all this .well nigh overweights us. They 
are moods certainly, but n100Js so long, so seldom in- 
terrupted, and interrupted for so short a tlll1e at once, 
that, in some stages of the spiritual life, they seem 
almost to alllount to a norn1al state. It is n1iserable to 
find the service of God so wearisome. The more ear- 
nestly we love lIim, the more profoundly we fear Ilim, 
then so much the greater is the misery. 'Yhen we 
compare the briskness and agility, the nnsleeping inter- 
est and the beguiling attractions, of our worltlly occu- 
pations, with the dead, flat, sluggish feeling which comes 
over us in regard to our prayers and 1110rtificatÍons, 
there is sonlething extreIllcly depressing in this feeling 
of nlonotony. Surely, then, it is 110 little consolation to 
find, that it is not merely nn. eyil syn1rtOli1 of our own 
spiritual condition, a sIgn against our own inc1h.idual 
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predestination, but that it is p
rt of our great luunan 
d:.
ease, belonging to our connnon n1Ïsfortune, and all 
l'lut universal anlong those who are honestly striving to 
selTe God in the intimacies of an interior life. 
In our strife to be supernatural, it is natural then 
th:1t we should be haunted by this heavy shadow of 
11l0110tony. It is no cause for discoura 6 ement, because 
eyery body else suffers fronl it mora or less at tiulPS, 
unless, when it begins to gall thenl, they give IIp 
struggling; and to give up struggling is to give up 
God. X owhere does it furnish us with any legitimate 
reason for being disheartened. :For it does not iInply 
any actual sin, or any past incompleteness in our con- 
fessions, or any secret corroding fault. As I have 
hinted, even its long continuance is often a cheering 
sign, because it is also a sign that we have continued 
to struggle. Surely there is manifold comfort here. 
Comfort ! Yes-but what .we want are cures. This 
is "yhat you would say. True: but let me take this 
opportunity of saying something to rou, which I regard 
of the utmost importance. Inùeed I know few things 
nlore Í1nportant. "\Yhat I anl always complaining of 
in you spiritual people is your unreality. I suffer, like 
poor Cað
andra, fronl always making distasteful prophe... 
cies to you about this. Now I will go further, and find 
the SaIne fault of unreality "áth a very great nunlber 
of spiritual books. It is taken for granted that every 
spiritual disease has a cure, not a partial alleviation, 
not a counterbalancing cornfort, not a check which 
shall hinder its becoming fatal, but an absolute cure, 
a specific which shall end in a complete restoration to 
health. I get quite angry with books and sernlons for 
the thoughtless things they say about this. Surely it 
h a simple untruth
 In the llwtter of bodily health, 
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there are diseases which cannot be cured, wounds 
which will leave us maimed or !aÍned to the end of 
life, constitutional maladies which can be controlled 
and iin1ited, yet never cured. "T-ith such eYils, we 
ha'
e to content ourselves with medical superinten- 
dence, ceaseless physic, a dietary yoke, and the like. 
"
hy should we be surprised at finding sin11Iar maladies 
in the spiritual life? Look at the absurdity of the 
opposite supposition. You do not surely believe in the 
petfectibîlity of human nature on this side the grave. 
You do not expect that you can reach a st.ate of sinless- 
ness before you die, or that your corruþt hature shall 
beconle incorruptible, while it is still mortal. Yet 
your vexation when JOu cannot have a regular cure, 
cut and dried, for every spiritual disease, implies that 
you indulge in these n10nstrous expectations. Some 
spiritual maladies are incurable in thenlselves, because 
of our natute. This is true of self-deceit, and of several 
other forins of self-love. Others are incurable in the 
individual case; and this may arise fron1 past sin, or 
from natural character, or from unchangeable outward 
circumstances. In some Cases the knowledge of the 
evil is all we can attain to. In many cases the manage- 
Inent of the mischief is our highest attainlnent. In 
others the din1inution of it is the utmost we can hope. 
Surely this is common sense. The other doctrine, 
besides being nonsqnse, is a grand source of discourage- 
nlent, while it also fOlnents unreality, and fosters delu- 
SIOns. Spiritual books are, in a great measure, to 
blame for it. It is so tempting to be systematic, to 
set off s3.lves against wounds, antidotes against poisons, 
to look complete, to encourage, to be popular, to 
exaggerate our inventions, to puff our nostrmllS. 'Ye 
call this quackery when it is applied to the body. 
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"ny does it deserve a kindlier name, when it is applied 
to the soul? The saints tell us "\ve are to be patient 
with ourselves to the last. N ow to be patient 111eans 
to endure; it means that some things, if not Dlany 
things, will remain in self, with which self will have 
to be patient to the end, that is, some things which can- 
not be cureù. "\Ve are not told by the saints to be 
patient with our sins, but with our sicknesses, those 
sicknesses of the soul, unJer which sanctification con- 
sists, not in the cure, but in the combat. The practi- 
cal man is the man who does the best he can under 
the circumstances. You must distinguish between 
incurable and irreparable. I have often told you that 
no mischief in the spiritual life is irreparable; but I 
never meant you to understand by that, that there are 
no evils in the spiritual life which are incurable. I 
hope you will not forget this distinction. If you t1o, 
YOl1 will misunderstand many things, which it nlay 
greatly concern you to understand. A spiritual director 
is a physician. Do you ever expect to do without a 
director? If not, then you contemplate the necessity 
of being in an ailing state to the end. This is all I 
want you to adn1Ït :--in the spiritual life nothing is 
irremediable, but several things are most certainly 
incurable. The normal state of spirituality is at best 
that of a vigorous, cheerful, hearty invalid, who is 
obliged
 in order to keep up to his work, not only to take 
great care of himself, but to be upon his guard ag
linst 
a great many things, and, in spite of his ,'igilance, to 
have a good deal to endure. 
But, to return from this digression, what are we to 
do with our Dlonotony? .Are we to be simply passivo 
under it? Certainly not. But what will help us 
out of it? 
Iaking haste will not, and this is the 
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first thing to take note of. This negati'-e piece of 
advice is worth more than anything positì,,"e which 
I Cln say: at least I judge so, fronl the entangle- 
Illent and low spirits into which I see people fret 
thenlselves by trJing to get out ot it through n1aking 
haste. Properly speaking, all difficulties in the spiri- 
tual life partake of the nature of entanglelnents; 
and this also is a thing velY 111uch to be observed; for 
it is another argument, ancl they never can be need- 
lessly nnlltiplied, for slowness in the way of holiness, 
that prompt slowness, of which I have spoken so repeat.". 
edly, that I see you sn1Ïle ,yhen I reiterate it, as if it 
were the burden of all my songs. Haste, then, is not 
the road out of this entanglement of monotony. 
Ior- 
tification, especially bodily n10rtification, is the shortest 
way out of it, as indeed it is always the shortest way 
to cheerfulness and supernatural joy. Everything that 
tenJs to fervour tends also to TI13ke this burJen of mo- 
notony less sensible, like wine and food ,,-hieh cure 
,veariness as well as satisfy hunger, curing the weariness 
br curing the weakness. This need not be dwelt upon; 
but there is one thing more which shoulll be saiù. To 
look at that dull, odious, repulsive, grey monotony, who 
could su
pect it was the raw n1aterial of the very highest 
of all high graces ? Yet so it is. That haunting mon- 
otony is, in a brave, striving, quiet soul, always tending 
to become siu1plicity, the peculiar simplicity of the 
spiritual life, which is a glorious shadow of the Unity 
of God, and wherein God beC0111eS all in all. This 
is what the n10notony n1erges in, awl then the trial 
becomes a grace, the pusillanÏJnity a heroisln. Strangest 
of transformations ! Yet there are strange things in 
an inward life, an<1 most of then1 have the character 
of transfornlations. Its phenomena are given to be 
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transfigurations. It is true that the degree of simplicity, 
ill which the pusillanimity becomes a heroism, belongs 
to a high and advanced state of things. But the trial 
beconles a grace in Jlluch lower states. But why should 
J"ou think of anything less than the highest? This 
feeling of monotony nlakes llle think you should ainl 
high; for it is the proof of sOlnething genuine and real 
in your present attainJllents. You have but one thing 
to do,-Sillk deeper down in praJ'"er. 


23 
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I wonder what the old saint'3 in heayen think of 
modern spirituality. Certainly to all appearance the 
nineteenth century is a very exceptional time. But 
then I have misgivings that all tinles seem so, as they 
are passing. Each generation magnifies the good anù 
exaggerates the mil of its own day, while in history 
one century falls back into the lap of another in a very 
quiet, unexciting, and cOlnmonplace manner. IIowever 
it is plain that the nineteenth century is not a congenial 
season for olJfashioned things; anù, as in other things, 
so in the matter of spirituality, there are changes. The 
great books of the seventeenth century certainly inno- 
yated upon the elder "rriters in many not insignificant 
respects. Even in one religious order, the Jesuits, 
we :find the school of Nigronius and Lancicius ,.ery 
different fronl that which prevailed less than a century 
later. Certainly, just now, the Church is singularly 
mixed up with the worlù. The pub1ic action of catholic 
charity is lnaterially changed. Increased luxury, com- 
bined perhaps with other causes, has superinduced a 
valetudinarian state over a largo portion of society. 
Fewer men can fast. Fewer women can wear instru- 
n1f:nts of penance. People take cold more easily. "T e 
cannot think of a hern1it in the fens of Lincolnshire, 
or in the wet woods of Picardy, without n1arvelling how 
his life contrived to be anything but a chronic rheumat- 
ism. There is less sÍ1nplicity; anù hence the exercises 
of some yirtues become l110re difficult, especially osten- 
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sible practices of humility. 
Iore civilization gives us 
l
s
 ilHliviJuality; and hence the danger of singularity 
cuts off many opportunities of sanctification. 
1ental 
habits are different, more rapid, more introverted, more 
self-conscious; and this must necessarily tell hugely 
upon the whole subject of prayer. ..A11 these things 
seem to indicate, that we must have spiritual systems 
for our own day, just as our fathers had them for their 
day. N e\
ertheless I often sit and think, in a forlorn 
kind of ,yay, what a disconsolate thing it is to part 
company with any olll traditions, however insignificant; 
anù the more so in a subject-matter of the most urgent 
concern to all of us, and in a time, which seems to 
labour under a special unfitness for readapting to its 
use the olùer spirituality of the saints. You see, while 
titues change yery much, souls change very little, and 
God not at all. So I cannot help thinking, that, 
though a few things may want nloving just now to 
different phces, the antique spirit has to return again, 
in Jnattel'S which regard both the ecclesiastical and the 
ascetic temper. Some day or other, we shall llaye to 
go back to the Fathers of the Desert, or to Richal'd of 
St. Victor, or to the earliest school of Jesuit ascetics. 
The day has not come yet, and will not in our time. 
So we must take what heart we can, and face the sickly 
un supernatural spirituality "
e see around us, and do 
'what good we can by condescensions and adaptations, 
which nlay save a soul or two here anù there, taking 
care all the while, for the sake of our own sanctification, 
to keep grun1bling about that antique spirit and that 
olLlfa::;hioned wisdOln, which we believe to be the only 
real thing. 
K ow I want to speak about a little matter in the 
conduct of modern pious people, ,vhich I am so sure 
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is wrong that I cannot be content to let it alone; and 
I will try to be goodnatured, while I am discontented; 
and as little sarcastic as I can help being, renlembering 
that there is no piece of modern piety of which I know 
so little good as I do of my own. I only wish I knew 
whether the old saints in heaven really thought, that 
our pleasant, unoffending, nloderate, contented, polished, 
civilized spirituality was so much as safe. People rebel, 
if you try to put nlore upon thenl; and do we, as a 
matter of fact, get Hluch more out of oursel,-es? One 
question we are sure we never can solve,-the way to 
ser,-e both Goel and manlmon: but how near may we 
come ? Yes! look at upper-class piety ill London and 
Paris, and then ask, how near nlay we conIc? 'Ye 
dare not be sure ,ve are right in being contented, 
because it looks so unlike the right of old tÏInes. 
'Ve dare not be sure we are wrong; for, then, what 
consequences follow, what wholesale delusions, what 
cashiering of Inultitudes in the arluies of perfection 
and devotion, what rough work with vocations, abso- 
lutions, and the like! Sonletilnes it is so ,veary a 
problenl, that we are fain to think Inen would be holier 
with a sounder anel more robust holiness, if they would 
leave the Counsels, and take to the Commandments. 
Now to my subject, without further elegy. The 
great want of nlodel'll piety is a real, deep, vigorous, 
inward repentance.. If you dance till four in the morn- 
ing, and go to conlmunion at ten, I do not believe in 
your abiJing sorrow for sin. If you are in the theatre 
till IniJnight, I do not credit the compunction of your 
nlorning's nleditation. If you are just like any other 
fashionable person, I can set no value upon your pro- 
fession of devotion. Piety and gaiety ùo not mix; anel 
in this lnattcr, to speak shortly, and once for all, I do 
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not believe in n1Ïxtures. But I say n10dern piety is 
defective in the lnatter of inward repentance: I do 
not say it is destitute of it, but seriously defective; and 
I prove it as follows. 
'Ye see persons on all sides of us, who are certainly 
gooll persons. They are endeayouring to avoi(l sin, 
and on the whole successfully. They ,vould fain.eschew 
worldlin8ss; but in that effJrt they are hardly so suc- 
cessful. Truly it is a 1110re difficult affair. They are 
nl
tking SOll1e profession of strictness and devotion. 
They rank with pious people. Yet penance is plainly 
not a feature of the lives they are leading. Their love 
of pleasure, their appearance at places of worldly resort, 
their unstinted cnjoYluent of the prevailing fashions and 
amus8Iuents, n3,y, the very ease, elegance, propriety, 
equability, and slnoothness of their spirituality, all 
betoken a very irnperfect iLlea of abiding sorrow for 
sin, or of that inward self-revenge, which should in- 
cre:1se in us daily the older we grow. The way in 
which worldliness and religion are pounded up together 
is quite decisive as to their inadequate notion of inward 
repentance. It is fortunate for such persons, if their 
piety does not degenerate into a nlere fan1iliarity with 
sa
red nanles and things, which will be a great impeJi- 
11Ient to their future conversion. 
The systems of spirituality, which are most in vogu
, 
are marked by the sanle characteristics. It SeeIllS as 
if they were arranged for a lower standard of holiness 
than that of GOLl; as if the souls, for which they were 
nleant, were the rule and nleasure of s
nctity, anll not 
the evangelic
l counsels or the exceedingly holy law of 
God. To do as those around us do, so long as it is not 
plain sin, is part of their wisdom. To avoid singularity 
does not mean, in the language of these systeIns, what it 
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nleans in old spiritual writers. Here it signifies tbat 
we are to go with thp stream, and to put our piety out 
of the way when it is likely to be distasteful to those, 
,vho make no profession of piety at all. To be at peace 
is the highest attainment of this philosophy; and what- 
ever disquiets a soul is, on that account alone, a positiye 
evil, and to be eschewed. 
rhus, if a soul is deluded, 
it nlust l'enlain deluded: if it is lukewarm, it must 
renlain lukewarm: if it is sluggish, its slunlbers must 
be respected. Now think of the proportion of good 
people, as they are called, who are either deluded, or 
lukewarln, or sluggish; and then reflect on the 
ine\Titable consequences of this undiscerning anel pro- 
nliscuous avoidance of what is disturbing and discOIll- 
forting. Of a truth, it would be a safer rule to lay 
down, that we can none of us be too nluch or too often 
discomforted, provided only we can bear being dis- 
comforted without being discouraged also. Penance 
can be no child of such lax and slatternly systems as 
these. Yet how many souls in these days dread what 
they call exciting direction a thousand tinles nlore than 
they abhor a mortal sin! Indeed they do not know 
what they mean by exciting direction, and could not 
define it, if you called upon them to do so. \Yhat they 
intend to express is only an instinct against reality and 
earnestness. 
IIere is another feature of nlodern piety, which meets 
us at almost every turn :-the continual lnistaking of 
common graces for uncomnlon ones. The lower anù 
the higher graces are counterparts of each other. A 
very high grace may wonderfully resenlble a very low 
grace; and, unless ,ve have tasted it, that is, had 
experilnental knowledge of it, we lllay easily confound 
it with its analogue among luuch lower things. "\Ye 
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think we feel what the saints have recorded that tlwy 
felt, because the description of it in language is too 
coarse to convey a right notion of an operation so deli- 
cate. Then, if we satisfy ourselves on anyone point, it 
brings a change over our whole spiritual life; be- 
cause a spiritual life is a very inveterate unity. It 
changes our method of prayer, and interprets our 
position towards God quite in a new way, and, as it 
happens, in an erroneous way. Kow this mistako 
COlliCS of every body in these times being in such a 
burry to get out of the purgative way; and this impa- 
tience of commencements partly bears witness to a 
want of inward repentance, and partly increases the 
,vant, as rendering us unable to appreciate it. This is 
a long subject, anc.l we must not say 1110re of it now. 
There is moreover a deeply imbedded naturalism, 
,vhich betrays itself everywhere in the modern views 
of the spiritual life. There is an eviclent desire to 
sacrifice the supernatural to the prej udices of those 
who dislike it. 
1en are eager to fix the charge of 
extravagance upon those who stand up boldly for the 
rights of God, and speak uncompromisingly about 
,vorldliness. The vague notions people have of voca- 
tions, and their jealousy of the whole subject, are 
additional evidences of this naturalism. Low practical 
views of the sovereignty of God arise from the same 
source. The lives of the saints, indulgences, and devo- 
tions connected with purgatory, are the touchstones of 
this naturalism. Real searching inward repentance 
changes a man's whole notions about all these subjects. 
It unlocks the hidden wisdom of the church-systenl to 
him, and transforms his sympathies and instincts into 
those of the saints. Naturalism is impatient of godli- 
ness, because it has no taste for God: and how lllnch 



360 


HEÅVE
 A..
D HELL. 


depends precisely upon haying this taste for God! 
Under the auspices of natur
lism, spirituality tends to 
become a lllere literature to intellectual curiosity, or a 
mere pleasurable excitenlent to unearnest and half- 
hearted devotion, or a relish to worldliness by way of 
contrast.*' 
The alllount of almsgiving, and the manner in which 
it is given, also inspire me with a distrust of modern 
piety, especially in regard to the reality of its inward 
repentance. A yery inward thing al, w"ays or alnost 
always, has very outward results; and these outward 
results are congenial to itself. Penance is the best 
guarantee for the inwardness of our repentance, and 
ahllsgiving is llot3,bly a chief part of penance. Inward 
repentance is not a feeling within us, but a change 
within us; and it is not easy for us to be changed 
inwardly without manifesting it outwardly. Thus I 
cannot bring Illysclf to belieye that a professedly pious 
person, who is yery guarded in giving abns, has the 
genuine spirit of inwar(l repentance. Now in the pre- 
sent day it is not uncomnlon to see pious people acting, 
as if they really thought their piety in other respects 
w
s almost a dispensation from almsgi,ing. Others, 
again, when they give, give in ways which minister to 
their own hunlours; so that even in alnlsgiving self- 
love shall find its account. l\1oreover generosity is not 
almsgiving. The quantity given must have reference 


· This question of naturalism is one of the most important in these days 
of catholic revival. It were greatly to be wished that Dom Gueranger"s 
exceedin
1y intel"esting volume could be compressed, and reduced to form. 
80 as to present to impatient readers the principle8 of natura1ism, its dan. 
gel'S anù its remedies, in a compact and ]ueid way. The succcs'\i\"e criti. 
cisms of 
I. de Broglie's book distract the reu(}er, and disconnect the subject. 
Keverthe1ess it is a most va1uable contribl1tion to catholic literature, even 
in its pre
ent unattractive form, Essais sur Ie Naturalisme COlltemporain 
pllr R. P. D. Gueranger. Julien, Lanier et Cie. Pm';,. 
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to the means of the giver, but still more to tl)(' amount 
of sacrifice and self-denial which his alIns entail upon 
hin1. Expensiveness is perhaps not a distinct sin in 
itself, though even that lllay be questioned; but it is 
the lllothcr of 11lany sins, and it is remarkably uncon- 
genial to the spiritual life. 1
 et pious people arc 
particularly given to be expensive, when they haye the 
TIleans. An alms, which does not put the giver to 
inconyenicnce, is rather a kindness than an alms; and 
certainly the alnls:, which is to be a satisfactory evidence 
of inward repentanl'e, ought to reach the point of 
causing some palpable inconvenience, of involving some 
solid self-denial. K ow, if a professedly pious person 
has to retrench, and begins his r(.trenchments with his 
charities, does not this suggest grave suspicions as to 
the inward self-revenge of his repentance? Does it 
look as if his sins 'were always before hiIn, or as if he 
had the scriptural fear of forgiven sin, or as if he wor- 
shipped the exactions of dh-ine justice with anything 
like a hearty and vigorous worship? Depend upon it, 
a nlan's parting with his money is one of the proofs 
of his having right views about God and sin, which is 
least liable to delusion or self-deceit. If we look to 
the dress, and the equipage, and the furniture, and the 
children first, and then to God afterwards, it is pretty 
plain that God's real place in the heart, no 111atter what 
the feelings may say, is after the dress, and the equi- 
page, and the furniture, and the children. For, feelings 
are easily fancied, and are also often themselyes yery 
fanciful even when the)'" are genuine. 
In nothing is the genuine worth of real spirituality 
ITIOre tried than in the perforrnance of works of lllercy. 
An interior spirit pro\
es itself in these external opera- 
tions. To work for the poor in a spiritual way requires 


. 
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many graces, and often graces of á high order. K atural 
activity, which helps the beginnings of work
, conIes at 
last to generate weariness, and so to fight against thcir 
perseverance. A slight a(hnixture of natural fceling, 
or the indulgence of natural affection, is often sufficient 
to forfeit God's blessing on a difficult undertaking. K 0 
one carries out charitable plans, or conducts benevolent 
institutions, successfully, unless he is at once detached 
from his work and attached to it. But the harmony 
of these apparently opposite qualities inlplies a well- 
grounded spirituality. Patience, love, vigilance, in- 
ventiveness, wide juc1gnlents, a large heart, and an 
obstinate cheerfulness al'e all necessary to the perse\yer- 
ing success of real works of nlercy, together with that 
hmnble, bashful earnestness whioh is such a peculiar 
feature of Christian compassion. 
ro beg for a work of 
charity is an exercise of holy poverty, which few have 
the grace to go through without a Inultitude of venial 
sins, perhaps in God's sight the most venial of venial 
sins that can be. The criticisms of idle Inen, the doubts 
of icy Inen, the narrowness of good In,en, and the censo- 
riousness of all men, are also harcl to bear; and yet a 
,york is worth little, and does not make tho devil 
uneasy, if it has not had to endure these irritating 
molestations. From some points of view, an active 
saint is a 1110re cOlnplieated work of grace than a con- 
templative one. 
But let us look at the popular nlodern spirituality in 
connection with this test of external works of nlercy. 
The London season ùoes 110t Inore surely bring with it 
new llloùes of dress, than it brings also with it new 
l)lans of doing good and benefiting the poor. 'Yhen we 
haye not had luuch experience, we respect all this. 
Anything seems good whieh is for the poor. 'Yhat a 
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gain that the rich of this world shoulJ take a flney to 
any works of mercy, no matter what! TIut this satis- 
faction soon passes away, when the vexatious sight of 
nloncy squandered, of time wasted, of beginnings dis- 
continued, of inert committees organized, of the obvi- 
ous pursuit of excitement and self-love in the whole 
Inatter, has trie(l our patience year after year. It is 
also the more difficult to keep our tenlper with ineffi- 
cient chal1ity, because it is so seldon1 innocuous as ,yell 
as inefficient. K ow we get a glimpse of what this 
spirituality is worth. A 
Iahometan with his five 
posture-penances a day is a happy man; for he feels 
he must do something to make his conscience easy, 
sOlnething for God, something in the way of religion: 
and he has done it, done enough to make hilll feel he 
has done something. So it is with these annual fashions 
of charity. CluistÌans must feel as if they were doing 
s01l1ething for God; or else they will not be easy. So 
they get up a good work. It takes some tinle to can 
on others, and talk it over. Some further tinle 
to take the advice of half a dozen popular preachers 
or directors. A little more time to decide on following 
the advice of none of them. Then some clerical head 
has to be chosen for the 'work, and that takes time. 
After that, the Lent services render any othe1 1 excitement 
unnecessary just then. Now Easter has come, and there 
is an interruption because of people going down into 
the country. 
rhen the l\Ionth of 
1ary has excitenlents 
of its own; and it is well advanced before the COl11- 
mittee is formed. 'Vhen it is formed, it has to meet. 
'Vhen it meets, it naturally talks. 'Vhat would happen 
if it began to do anything, it is inlPossible to say. 'Ve 
cannot think of that without some degree of consterna- 
tion. Ilowever there is the excitement of having to work 
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with strange people, the important excitement in some 
cases of having to try to got government ai(l or to call on 
philanthropic Inagistrates, and the peculiar .ex.citeIl1ent 
perhaps of having to work with our inferiors in rank 
and station, and so to practise the condescensions of a 
sort of Christian freemasonry, which smnehow or other 
satisfies sonle naIneless craving in our conscience. 
1\Ieanwhile the sea.'3on thickens, and at last closes. 
.All that was wanted has been done; for all that 
was wanted was the self-righteous feeling that we 
,yere very busy for God, and also the manifold. satis- 
faction of half a dozen kinds of self-love. The excite- 
ment has been pleasant, the feeling of being good III ore 
plea'3:1nt still; and the fact, that it has all come to an 
en(l without our having had to pay anything for it, 
has been without doubt the pleasantest feature of the 
trans::wtion. It has got us through the season. 'Ye 
could enjoy our expensiveness more comfortably, while 
,ve belie'
ed ourselves on the road to some considerable 
ilnaginarya11ns. An hour of committee, besides being 
chatty and agreeable, will sanctify long, long hours of 
shoppin
. 'Yhat a wonderful exercise of humility was 
that conventual bazaar lOur intense delight in the 
salient worldliness of the year, whateyer it was, has 
been well counteracted by the dim vision of romantic 
garrets, or of interesting orphans, or of palsied pen,;ion- 
ors, or of picturesque young thieves, or of reclaimed 
children in tasteful uniforms, or of distant idolaters, or 
of dmuestic hungerbitten heathen. It has all been the 
ounce of God to the hunùred woicrht of the world, the 
ð 
adequate corrective, the proper proportion of alkali to 
our aciJ. 
Yet almsgiving was not exactly meant as a correcth-e 
of worldliness. l\Iight not light be let into many minds, 
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if they would distinctly put before the111Seh-es the final 
cause of riches? 'Yhy are there any rich people at all, 
and what does God .mean by thenl? }'or there i:; 
only one real truth about any of the facts of the world, 
and that truth is God's meaning of the fact, God's 
intention in the ordering or permitting of it. K ow 
what are rich people meant for? They are not made 
rich for their own good. That is quite plain. 
\. Ulan's 
good consists in the sa-d.ng of his soul; but it is plain 
riches do not help hinl to save his soul, rather the con- 
trary. Jesus would not have riches, when He canle. 
K
y, Ire pronounced woe to those who have them. 
'Yhen the saints have had them, they have lllade away 
with them as fast as they could. TIil'hes, if the Gospel 
be true, are the unheavenliest of all earthly things. 
Why then are SOllle men put into a less advantageous 
position than others, so far as regards the salvation of 
their souls, by having riches allotteel to them? 'Yhat 
are rich people meant for? To be the prey of the 
poor. Prey! there is no other word for it. The rich 
are meant for the poor. The poor are the cause and 
the significancy, as they will be also the salvation, of 
the rich. The poor are God's eagles to beset, infest, 
and strip the rich. lIe alone is happy in his riches, 
who lets these eagles of God tear hÍIn with least resis- 
tance. That process, rich nlan! is what thou art nleant 
for. God had no other intention in thee. If there be 
a heaven and a hell, there is nothing which it nlore 
behoves thee to know than this peculiarity of thy posi- 
tion. 1\..1'e the poor wearisonlC, grasping, unseasonable, 
insatiable, unreasonaLle, innumerable, unbearable"! It 
is lllore unreasonable in thee to complain. They were 
IJJ.eant to prey upon thee: thou wert nleant to be their 
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prey. That is the whole account. of thee. Give then, 
and be silent. 
To sum it all up :-Loolc at the eccentricities in 
almsgiving, at the appetite for novelties, at the neglect 
of old charities, at the infinite subdi vision of efforts 
which are thus completely neutralized, at the prOll1i- 
nence of self, at the self-opinionatedness, at the folio 
volumes of talk or the duodecilho volumes of note- 
paper, at the suborJinate position of God in the matter, 
at the little amount of keen sympathy for the misery 
to be dealt with, at the less amount of self-denial in 
the dealing with it, and, last of all, at the astounding 
moderation of the subscriptions. Surely all this testifies 
to a huge amöunt of delusion and fond inward flatter- 
ing of self in the spirituality around us. It f30metiInes 
almost lnakes one think that works of mercy are sinlply 
an impostu}
e. But, all the while, the imposture lies 
in a spirituality without solid mortification. Tried in 
the balance of outward charity, how much fair-looking 
interior piety is grievously found wanting! If all this 
is illnatured, is it not also true? Depend upon it, 
genuine nwrcy is very rare. Real almsgivers 111Ust 
h3.\"e either an unusual nobility of natural character, 
or a yery solid virtue. Devotion to the poor is, in its 
disinterested purity, the rarest grace in sanctity. In 
its debased state, it is one of the commonest features of 
a piety, the unsoundness of which is testified by nothing 
80 llluch as the unreality of its mercy. 

Iany feel this, and so take no pains about works of 
mercy. Indeeù we Inight not unreasonably find fault 
with modern piety altogether, for its want of balance 
between inward and outward things, between spiritual 
exercises and works of nlercy for the poor. "\Ve do not 
becOlne interior by trying not to be exterior. If wo 
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try to be interior only, we soon cease to be interior at 
all, if ever we were so before. For the most part a 
spiritual exercise costs nothing; it is done in secret; 
and it may be done in a hundred ways, from the highest 
strain of reverential attention down to the slovenliness 
of lolling postures and voluntary distractions. It costs 
no money. It involves no personal trouble. lIenee 
it is no eviùence of sincerity. Least of all, is it any 
token of the spirit of penance. The eagerness, with 
which we are told that external mortifications are 
almost worthless compared with interior mortifications, 
breeds distrust. The proposItIon itself is most true; 
and there are times an(l places, in which it needs 
preaching torcibly. It is not the proposition, then, 
"hÌch nlakes us distrustful. It is the eagerness with 
which it is urged, which is the suspicious synlptom. I 
fear that a great deal of this private soul-saving, which 
is so llluch the fashion just now, indicates little more 
than an ullwiilingness to part with llloney, or a reluc- 
tance to be teased, fretted, anù hard worked by plans 
for the poor. .A.Ii)' how we 111ay be sure of this, that 
there is alwa.ys a 1101y. restlessness, an insatiable 
activity, about the spirit of inward repentance, whose 
deporhl1ent i
 very different frolll this easy-going, 
money-savIng, stay-at-home devotion. 
)Iodern piety has also a guilty instinct for a false 
discretion, which is very unlike the swift straightfor- 
warJness or the headlong generosity of inward repen- 
tance. If you listen to the conversation, for exan1ple, 
of devout ladies, who habitually form themselves into 
a kind of self-nominated Congregation of the Index 
about sermons, direction, vocations, religious orders, 
spiritual books, and the like, you would imagine that half 
catholic London is disciplining itself to blood, that there 
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are two or three hundred hairshirts at the Opera every 
night, that the floor of the palace is strewn with horrid, 
nondescript instrulnents of penance after every drawing- 
1'00111 or royal ball, that the health of the 'Yest End, 
which so successfully resisted late hours and turning 
night into day, is now sucClunbing under lentils anù 
long prayers and bodily macerations, and that parents 
and husbands, who were once thrown into a fever by 
the dangers of an early communion and a few mouthfuls 
of fresh air taken fasting between home and church, 
are now obliged to act the spy on those they love, 
bec::Luse of the murderous excesses of fanatical penance. 
This is what you would suppose from the c?nversation 
of these good ladies. Yon may not think their conver- 
sation very 'wise; still you woulù infer from it that 
nobody is lukewarln, that nobody wants stirring up, 
that ever.ybody wants holding back. 'Yhereas, when 
you come to know a little of the fa.cts, you ,vill agree 
with them so far as this,-that the want of discretion 
is the prevailing stupidity of the day: only you will 
apply it differently. You will see that people are 
. 
indiscreetly tepid, indiscreetly self-indulgent, neglecting 
prayer and ,veekday n1ass indiscreetly, indiscreetly 
niggarù in ah11sgiving, indiscreet in doing so little for 
God, indiscreet in making so much of the little they 
do. All this is hideous indiscretion; and, if our Iady- 
congregation of the Index can get rid of any of this 
for us, we should be forward to bless their labours. 
Unhappily their discretion lies quite on the other side. 
Their notion of discretion is to come so close to hell, 
that even angels tremble to see them, and then j list to 
swerve clear of it. The worst of this is, that, while it 
is a risk often run, we may fear that its issue is seldom 

elicitous. 'Ve may fear that many of them just swerve 
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into hell; another monlent, and they will be clearj 
like a wheel that is only for an instant over the ledge: 
but unluckily that nlOJnent never comes, and the 
nl0111entary swerve turns out to be eternal. A modera..; 
tion, which consists in taking immoderate liherties with 
God, is hardly what the Fathers of the Desert meant
 
when they preached their crusade in faYoUl' of discre..; 
tion. 'Yhen we lneet with these apostles of the nc,v 
discretion, we feel that the matter js So serious, that wd 
ought to be scrìous with them; I regret that I am not 
habitually so: only one has such a tendency to see the- 
ludicrous side of things; and then also we may plead 
as a further c:\:cnse, that unreal persons are ahva:rs so 
anulsingly, because they are so unconsciously, hunlorous.. 
However our con
ciences need not prick us; for expc
 
rience shows that no good is done to these people by 
being serious with theUl. They are not serious them- 
selves. They have no notion of seriousness except 
being angry; and the best way to cure anger is to 
punish it by being aInused at it. For oU!' present pur- 
pose it is plain, that a discretion, whose prOluinent trait 
is its aptitude to take lunbrage at penance, can. harJly 
be a nwnifestation of the spirit of penance. 
The next fault to find with moc1C'rn piety is its 
shnllowness. Perhaps people ,vere always as silly as 
they are now; yet I can hardly imagine that people 
always thought as little as they do now. The 
rapidity, with which modern people liyc, binders their 
seeing the depths of anything, just as the enormous 
supcrfieies, OYer which their education strains to ex- 
tend itself, hinùers their being well-educated. Even in 
reading, lllen now-a-days will not stop to think; and 
they have too much to read to enable them to read 
twice. Thought is manifestly at a discount just now; 
2+ 
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although there will be a change soon, as shallowness is 
tireson1e, and lllen always abandon what bores them, 
,vhen the bore reaches to a given point. Ilow
Yer, this 
rapidity, which hinders people fronl seeing the depths 
of anything, affects nothing so nlllCh as their religion 
awl thcir relations to God} because religion is all depth, 
;:tnd we might almost say of our relations to God, that 
they lie too deep to have any surface visible at all. It 
s01netinles looks as if piety had an intrinsic tenden<,y to 
be silly. It is to be hoped it is not so. Nevertheless 
piety is often disfigured by silliness, except when it 
coexists either with great grace, or with considerable 
intellect, or with a keen sense of hun10nr. It wonla 
not be fair to say, that piety is always silly when it is 
not earnest, because uuearnest piety is not piety at all. 
It is only an illdone caricature. :r{ow the deepest of all 
spil'itllal things is inward repentance. It is based on a 
supernaturally illuminated self-knowledge. It implies 
;t profound view of the sinfulness of sin. It liycs in a 
clear vision of the perfections of God, which ahnost 
anticipates the brightness of the .Vision hereafter. It 
is entangled with all manner of supernatural things, 
with secrets of prayer, with saintlike instincts, with 
cl\rious operations of grace, and wit.h the nalneless fruits 
of patient meditations. Rapid liyers, and rapid thinkers 
n\ake rapitl worshippers; and rapid worshippers are 
rapid penitents; and the spirit of inward repentance 
fires ill with all this. DèCp work is too slow for our 
lllOdern pace. }.... railwayembanklnent is another thing 
f1'0111 a Roman road. 
Another feature of modern piety is its fastidiouEncss. 
This is a very stronghold of Satan. It hides God. It 
refuses to study Iris mysteries. It saps the foundations 
of holy fear. It <1erogates from devotion to the Passion. 
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It forms a screen, bchinel '" hich unchaste spirits work 
at leisure. Everyone is fmniliar with this fastidious- 
ness. I need not speak of it at length here, as I have 
dwelt upon it in nlY book upon the Passion, and shall 
baye to refer to it later on in this Conference. It is 
sufficient to say that the fastidiollsness here cOlllplained 
of is neither an elegance nor a delicacy, but a plain 
delnand on the part of the world, that we should prac- 
tically give up a part of the Gospel. It manifests itself 
hy an impatience with anything like devotion to the 
Passion in detail, as involving horrors which harrow up 
the soul, anel dislodge that precious peace, which 
nlodern spirituality watches over as if it were the palla- 
dium of holiness, and which is in reality nothing but 
the sleep of death. Alas! how much better should we 
bp, if we could be harrowed up a little now and then! 
\Ye should shrink more from sin, if 'we shrank less .from 
the physical atrocities of the Passion. The san1e fasti- 
diousness is angry and disgusted with sernlons on hell. 
But of this hereafter. No more need be said here, 
than that, ordinarily speaking, a relnctance to look hell 
in the face is a bad sign in devotion, and affords no 
insignificant probability that ,ve shall really go there at 
last. N o'v observe: the Passion and Hell are the two 
great fountains, out of which ll1en learn a profound 
hatred of sin: they are the two wellheads., of - sacred 
fear; they are two revelations of God most necessary-to 
complete a true idea of IIim. But inward' repentance, 
turns upon the hatred of sin, upon f
ar; ancl"upon the 
completeness of our idea of God.. Thus our. n10dern 
fastidiousness ùoes what it can to render inward repen- 
tance inadequate, by holJing a veil' before the two 
rèyealed objects out of which that inward repentance is 
to draw its life. If tIlls fastidiousness were the unas- 



3 ...
 
.... 


IlEA \"EX .ASD HELL. 


sisted lnawkishness of natural effenlinacy, it might 11e 
despised as such. But it is in reality a very intelligent 
contrivance of the arch-ùeceiver, and very fatal to the 
interests of God, because it is a trap into which good 
people fall. 
I have another unpopular complaint to make. The 
oldfashioned hatred of heres)"'" is becoming scarce. God 
is not habitually looked at as the sole truth; and so the 
existence of heresies no longer appals the mind
 It 
is assumed that God must do nothing painful, and Iris 
donlÏnion must not allow itself to take the shape of an 
inconvenience or a tra111nlel to the liberty of His crea- 
hu'es. If the world has outgrown the idea of exclu- 
siveness, God 11lUSt follow our lead, and lay it aside as 
a principle in IIis dealings with us. '''"hat the l1lany 
"'Want they nUlst have at last. This is the rule and the 
experiencc of a constitutional country. Thus discord 
in religion, and untruth in reHgion, hayc conle to be 
less odious and less alarn1Ïng to TIlen, sinlply because 
they are accustomed to theIne It requires courage, 
110th nloral anc1luental, to belieyc the whole of a grand 
nation in the wrong, or to think that an entire century 
can go astray. But theology, with a braye sinlplicit)"'", 
concludes a whole world under sin, and sees no difficulty 
in the true church being able to claim only a moderate 
share of the population of the earth. The belief in the 
facility of salvation outside the church is very agreeable 
to onr domestic loves and to our private friendships. 
1\lo1'eover, if we will hold this, the world will pardon a 
whole host of other superstitions in us, and will do us 
the honour of cOlupli111entil1g the religion Gorl gaxe, as 
if it were SOlne literary or philosophical prorluction of 
our own. Is this such a huge gain? l\lany seem 
3111azingly pleased with it, and pay dear for it quitc 
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contentedly. Kow it is plain that this belief lllust 
lower the value of the church in our eyes. It must 
l'ûlax our efforts to convert others. It lllust relax our 
efforts to convert ourselves. Those, who use the system 
of the church least, will of course esteem it least, and 
see least in it; and are therefore least fitteù to be 
judges of it. Yet it is just these men who are the ll10St 
forward and the most generous in surrendering the 
prerogatives of the church to the exigencies of modern 
snlooth
ess and universalism. It would be strange, if 
divine truths were not sOllletimes harsh to a world lost 
in corruption and sin. Y f't we have not the bravery to 
hold fast to our priurj pIes. 'Ve should think priest, 
and sacranlent, and chllrchmembership, of the last con- 
sequence to our
èlves, if we were dring. But we 
regard thelll of too little consequence to our neighbour, 
to justify a candour which might savour of unpolite- 
ness, or a sincerity which may be unpopular. Or is it, 
that we really do not care whether he be saved or not? 
I-Iowever, our want of hatred of heresy firöt lowers our 
doctrines, and then our standard of practice. lIence 
it is, that, with the spirit of inward repentance, a love 
of the church grows also; and that, where there is 
cordial hatred of sin, corelial hatred of heresy is not 
far off. All these are antiquated notions: yet I keep 
running into thelll unconsciously. I believe we should 
be 1110re really and validly repentant, if we had a trifle 
Inore of the spirit of the old inquisitors about us. I 
know I ought to be ashanled of this in the 111eridian 
splendour of the nineteenth century: but it is a weak- 
ness which I cannot overcome, perhaps because I have 
not nlade suffieiently earnest efforts to overcome it. 
Up to this time I continue to hold, that hatred of 
heresy will go along with genuine inward repentance. 
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I beg of God, in His infinite compassion, to keep alive 
in me to the last hour of nlY life the intense hatr
d of 
heresy, with which He has inspired me, and \vhich I 
recognize as His gift. I beg of HÏIn to Inake it grow 
in me to an abhorrence far greater than it is yet. 
Heaven is the land of love; but the hatred of heresy 
,áll not dÏ1ninish there; for the hatred of heresy is the 
adoring love of God's ever-blessed truth. 
Once nlore: I have spoken of a low standard of 
doctrine bringing with it a low standard of practice. 
It is in this matter of a standard that the whole faulti- 
ness of nlodern spirituality consists. But it is difficult 
to nlake it clear. Let us try. If w.e put an absurdly 
high ideal before us, it ceases to be an ideal at all, 
because we have no idea of acting up to it. 'Ye neyer 
reach it. But this does not shan1e us, because we 
never expected to reach it. The whole thing was a 
sham frOlll the first. On the other hand, if we take a 
very low ideal, we shall never learn humility, because 
we shall be always succeeding; only our success will 
have no progress about it. .l.\. success, in which it is 
Bot worth our while to succeed, is but a success in 
Balne. Considering the shortness of life, such a success 
i
 alnlost a failure, because of the waste of tinle which 
it implies. Perhaps what I want to find fault with in 
modern piety may be expressed thus :-that it lives on 
too low things by pretending to Ii ,Te on too high things. 
Does this sound enigmatical? Then I must try to 
make it plainer still. 'Ve intend to be moderate and 
discreet, that is, we do not intend to be like the cano- 
nized saints. 'Ye intend to avoid mortal sin, and not 
to be singular by any uncomnlon out-of-the-way pieties. 
TIut, notwithstanl1ing this sage and 1'cry intelligible 
decision, we intend at once to breathe the atIllosphcl'e 
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of the saints, and to imitate their liberty of spirit. 
'\Ye will at once soar above the fatigues of nlec1itation, 
anù pray a more free anù unshacldell prayer. 'Ye will 
dismiss the terrors of Ollr recent convcrsion, and at once 
participate in thc calnl of a(h-anced holiness. '\Ye will 
put aside hell as a n10tive, and serve God out of a 
disinterested love. '\Ye will throw off the degrading 
trauul1els of custody of the scnses, anLl be at once as 
Gertrude anù Teresa were, when they had spent years 
in that painful custody. 'There is something vulgar 
and plebeian in ascctical books: we Dlust have the 
larger, more airy, less regimf'ntal system of the 111ystics. 
Thus we Inake our piety a jUll1ble. In truth, we are 
still in bed with the fever of a raw and half-cOlnplete 
conversion; but we will drink wine, anù now are light- 
headed, and fancy we are wheeling round mountain 
rinnacles with the strong-winged eagles of God. "\Ve 
arè doing a tinker's work with a watchmaker's tools. 
'Ye n1Ìght just as reasonably, in our natural lives, dwell 
in this city of raW" f0 6 s and obstructed sunshine, perse- 
cuted by our great English appetites, and yet resolve 
to go without victuals and drinl{, as the angels do 
above. 
But see what practically comes of all this. In order 
to be true penitents, we must be continually dissatisfied 
with ourselves; whereas in this state of things we are 
never dissatisfied with ourselves, because we are living 
anlong unrealities. 'Ye certainly have not succeeded 
in making such seraphic acts of love as St. Teresa: but 
then we never expected to do so. Neither have ,ve 
failed in snubbing some low baJ passion, such as envy 
and gluttony, as a convertell ticket-or-leavc luan Jocs, 
because, to say the truth, we never ti'ied to do so. 
Thu.3 it is, that eyen socallcù pious people ùo not 
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think theulselyes sinners, except in a conventional sense. 
The theological generality is highly ino
ensive, and they 
do not object to be included under that. But, as to 
anything nlore individual, and so l1l0re hUlnbling, it is 
a lucre lnatter of words with thenl, not a spiritual 
reality which they have tasted inwardly. Yet they are 
quite unconscious of all this delusion, because they have 
confused the whole matter by giving high names to low 
things. The real practical wisdOlll is this-to take a 
high standard, but to take low things as our present 
working tools, because they are best for doing the low 
work, the far-off work, the initial work. which belongs 
to us just now. 
Of such importance does this matter SeeIll to Ine, 
that the whole of the rest of this Oonference will be 
devoted to one illustration of it. It is this :-we strain 
at l1lotives, which are so far above us that they have 
no reality to us. 'Ve aim at disinterested love, before 
v;e have half learned interested fear. 'Ye leaye the 
notions of rewards and punishnlellts almost out of the 
spiritual life. IIeaven and hell are not cogent daily 
nlOti,
es with us. Nothing but experience would nlake 
us believe to what an extent this aInazing folly, for it 
is rather a folly than a conceit, is perpetrateù. In a 
,vord, one crying want of modern spirituality is nlOre 
of heaven and hell, as the natural and secure means of 
getting 11lOre inward repentance. 
But I anl nlet on the threshold with all lnanner 
of objections to the consideration of heaven and hell 
as habitual, honlely, fmlliliar motive-powers. As to 
heaven, we are told that all detailed accounts of it 
lllust be so entirely fanciful. They, who think so, 
hayc little illea how much ascertained theology there 
i., upon this subject, how luuch scripture tells us, how 
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lnuch the fathers have warrantably inferred, how 111uch 
has been revealed to the saints, or how nnlCh becomes 
plain to us in hunlble persistent prayer. Then, again, 
we are told heaven is too unworltlly, that is, it is 
too unlike the life we are now leading, or the earth 
we are now living on. It is so unlike, as to be 
practically powerless as a motiYe
 'l'his needs no 
refutation. Again, it is said of heaven that it requires 
lueditation before it can be known, and that, when 
a nlan has already acquired a habit of lneditation, he 
will not need to be spurred on by the n1ercenar:r con- 
sideration of heaven. 'Ye lnay answer shortly, that 
what was practical to Da-dd and St. Paul can 
hardly be too low for us. TIut, it is rejoined, Isaias 
au(l St. Paul both say that eye has not seen, nor ear 
heard, nor 111an's heart conceived, the joys which Inake 
up the life of heaven; and therefore that we shall only 
be losing ourselves in resplendent mysteries, if we strive 
to fanliliarize ourselves with details of heaven. I reply, 
I -; the inconlprehensibility of Go(l adnlitted as a valiJ 
reason for not n1eclitating upon IIis perfections? It is 
aclJed, that a consideration of such a purely interested 
character is opposed to the modern spirit which talks so 
grandly against low motives. Granted: the n10dern spirit 
does talk grandly; but docs it act grandly? Is it not the 
spirit of material prosperity, of railway speculations, of 
cOB1n1ercial frauds, of Stock Exchange tliplomacy? But 
in truth no man ever began with making heaven a 
conðitleration of interest, who did not soon come to find 
it a consideration of love; and the thought of hell, 
which began with fear for ourselyes, ends in devotion 
to the sanctity of God. Finally, we are tola that such 
n1editation is likely to lead to drean1iness. I reply, 
that, in the first place, I shoul(llike to ll1cet with a few 
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of these dreamy people, first. to be sure of the fact, 
,vhi"h I venture to doubt, and se
ondly to be sure I 
should condemn their dreaminess, which I dtmbt also. 
I can quite conceive a dreaminess, 
vhich would be het- 
tel' than that Inisty vagueness of religious convictions, 
"rhich half-earnest men are so fond of just now. 
But, if n1ec1itation on heaven is objectionable, any- 
thing like a studious scrutiny of hell is still more so. 
First of all it is exciting. K ow let me ask you, and be 
honest with me, Did you eyer try it and find it so your- 
self ? You are only theorizing. Exciting I I should 
say no,-rather that it was sad(
ening, sobering, sub- 
cluing, snubbing: though, after all, if it was exciting, 
it might perhaps be the very thing for you. You pro- 
bably need exciting. :\Iost people do, in the matter of 
religion. Secondly, fastidiousness puts in its objection. 
As noises must be kept from invalids, so all the coarse 
horrors of hell must be relegated to the background, 
and not be allowed to intrude upon our cahnness or our 
gentility. They do no good. They only startl
, and scarc. 
11e1'c, again, I ask in return, Is it so certain that you 
do not require startling? Is it quite beyond a doubt, 
that a scaring would be a great help to yõur salvation? 
I\:indness is cruel, as I told you when we were sreaking 
of weariness in welldoing, to those who have taken opiUlu, 
in order that it may be the Inore really kind. It walks 
thClll about, when they piteously entreat to lie down 
and sleep. It beats then1 on the soles of their feet; 
and on the palins of their hands. It chafes theIn, until 
they are scarified. ":"hat if moùern spirituality has 
sOlnething analogoüs to opilun in it? In that case, a 
silniIar treatment of the patient might be recommended. 
nut I an1 not contented with this answer. I woulù 
ask some flu,ther questions; for this is an important 
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matter. 'Yho lnade these "coarse horrors?" God. 
Then they must be worthy of IIim, and in SOlne way 
manifest His perfections ? Assuredly. K ow diJ lIe 
make thenl with the intention that they shouhl be con- 
cealed and unknown? Did lIe wish sinners to renlain 
in ignorance of thenl, that so the intensity of their pun- 
ishment should take theIll by surprise, when they died '! 
If so, why did lIe reveal them? If so, why dill our 
lneek, gentle, loving Lord talk of the undying worm, 
and the unquenched fire, and the outer darkness, and tIU' 
weeping, and the wailing, ane} the gnashing of teeth '? 
'Yhy did He repeat IIis words about the worm and the 
fire, like the burden of a song, as if Ile wished to 
ÏIupress them upon us? 'Yhy did lle bid IIis sweet- 
tongued disciple St. John to speak twice of the lake 
that burns with fire and brÏ1nstone? Surely Ile meant 
hell to be nlacle luuch of, and diligently pondered. 
'The old spirituality, which put the Four Last Things 
so prt)minently forward in its system, 'was 1noro 
evangelical, than the fastidious system which pro- 
claims the new principl
 of keeping out of sight those 
frightening objects, of which the Old Testament says, * 
that he who renlClnbers thenl shall neyer sin, and 
the apostles, that kno'f,ving the terror of the Lord they 
persuade men.t Is it really Ineant to assert that, in 
these polished days, re
igion is to be allowed no office 
except to soothe? 'Yho can help being reminded of 
tho
e scriptures, wherein, twice over,:!: J eren1ias makes 
God to say, They healed tho breach of the daughter of 
nlY people disgracefully, saying, Peace, Peace; and 
there was no peace; or àgain, whero Ezekiel speak
 
of the spiritual directors ðf hill aay,
 ,y oe to them that 


!If Ecclu
 vii. 4Ò. 
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sew cushions under erery elbow, and make pillows for 
the heads of persons of every age? 
I grant that there is one thing in modern spirituality, 
which does tend to n1ake a definite and detailed con- 
sideration of hell unpractical. It is that its large- 
ness, its laxity, and .its opiates n1ake erery one take 
for granted, that he at least shall never go there. It 
insures salration to anyone. It biù
 us cast out fear, 
as if we already had perfect loye. The question, which 
Goel leaves to hang in doubt, it solves and settles, in 
order to annihilate the doubt because it is a painful and 
disturbing one. In a prison, a hulk, a convict settle- 
luent, or among the exceedingly poor, we are at liberty 
to use hell. It is a \Tulgar subject for vulgar 111in<ls. 

llas! if our languishing uPllerclass piety did but so 
luuch as drealn of the realities of grace which there are 
among the exceedingly poor, it nlight blm:,h for the 
child's play of devotion, with which it strives to gild its 
worldliness without subduing self! 
Once n10re; we are told tJ be chary in bringing hell 
forward, inasll1uch as in these days it angers nlen rather 
than cows theIn, and i'3 suggestive of temptations against 
the faith, and of irritabilities against God's dominion and 
sovereignty. But at this rate we nlay go on keeping 
back first one part of Goel's revelation, and then another. 
Each age has some portion of dh-ine truth, of which it is 
specially inlpatient. God knew all this when He gave 
re\Telation to 111en. Ile J02S not bring forward a dispen- 
sation every century. lIe does not give each generation 
a bible of its own. He does not conùescend so far to the 
noisy trivialities which strut across history, and call 
themselves the spirit of the age. Each century luakes 
too much of itself, and is n1Ístaken both in thinking 
itself so yery peculiar, anù in consiJcring i ts pcculi
rities 



HEA ",\9EX AXD HELL. 


381 


to be of 11lllCh consequence. If men are ratJler irritated 
than frightened by the preaching of hell, it is certainly 
an index that the gift of faith is less abundant or less 
yigorous; but it is no argument ag
inst bringing forward 
a part of divine truth, which will find souls to save, 
eT"en though others may rebel. Our Lord foresaw, that 
IIis Gospel woulll be a stumblingblock, and St. Paul 
found that it looked like foolishness to many. As I said 
before, God knew all this, and yet revealed it; and in 
all the nineteen centuries of the Gospel there has never 
been one heretofore, whose spirituality was not fed from 
the contenlplation of the Four Last Things. As to these 
temptations against the faith, which, like exacting 
invalids, clainl such a specialty of delicate forbearance, 
I get to respect them less, the older I grow. They 
abound in unreality. They are the most unearnest of 
temptations. They are not unfrequently a form of 
canceit in the young, and a lllode of self-inlportance in 
the milldle-aged. I have so often been taken in by 
theIn, that I find it difficult to treat then1 as gravely as 
I wish to do, or to give a very careful attention to 
thenl: they luean so nluch less than they sound, and so 
llluch less than those, who utter theIll, ÏInagil1e. I see 
a real, gool1, solid, ,'dlOles0I11e work to be done in real, 
good, 
oliLl, whoies0l11e souls, by frequent n1editation on 
hell; and I cannot bring 11lyself to sacrifice it to the 
sickly insincerities anll dishonest ignorances, out of 
which so large a proportion of temptations against the 
faith arise. 
I cannot, therefore, concede all that these various 
.objections imply. But I know that no private opinions 
are so obstinate as those which concern practical reli- 
gion; and therefore I mn willing to concede part for the 
present, in the hope of gaining the whole f1'0111 yon 
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hereafter. I shou]d like to take the olùfashioned heaven 
and the oldfashionecl hell, and put them in their 01(1 
places. But you would not go al
ng with -me. Let 
us, therefore, make a comprOlllise. You shall at least 
adluit the principle of finding a 1110tive in rewards and 
punishments. You shall stoop to be luore mercenary 
and self-interested about your own salvation. 1\Iean- 
while I will be content to bring heaven before you with 
the heaven left out, that is without the Beatific Yision ; 
as it seems that it is the theology of the Vision which is 
considered so fanciful, and too unlike our present joys 
to exercise luuch of a practical influence over us. ::\Iost 
men, especially if their fmuily ties and domestic affec- 
tions are very strong, arc tmnpted to wish for an 
et
rnity of virtuous earth; not a 111ere everlasting 
Dagdad of the Arabian Nights, not a Inere unending 
"golden prime of the good IIaroun ...t\.lraschiù," but 
really an eternity of virtuous earth, a soul of develope(l 
faculties, a finer field of action, the negation of all kinds 
of unhappiness, and, above all, the old penates, the well- 
known household gods, gathering round him without 
danger of parting or growing old. This I must heighten, 
modi(y, and scripturalize a little: but still there shall 
be no inexplicable Yision, with its wordless beauties and 
it') unilnaginable splendours. In like nlanner, in the 
hell I put before you, there shall be no stress laid upon 
the indescribable pain of losing God; and I will also 
leave out the fire, the worm, the brÏ1nstone, the weep- 
ing, the wailing, and the gnashing of teeth. This i:., the 
only heaven nlany so called good people care to reach: 
this is the only hell many socaUed good people think 
they are called upon to avoid. l\Ioreover it is the only 
hell they will consent to look at, as in keeping with the 
decencies and proprieties of polite life. I belic,"e the 
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cause of inward repentance will gain eyen by the con- 
sideration of such nlodified rewards an(1 punishments 
as these: a truly sober heaven for unimaginative men, 
a truly inoffensive hell for the squeamishness of n10dern 
discretion ! 
l\ow let us come down from the crazy heights of 
detachment, pure love, and other attainments of the 
saints, an10ng which we have been ,vandering to no 
purpose in our dreanls, while in our waking hours we 
have just eaten, and drunk, and spoken, and slept, and 
cnjoyed ourselves as we pleased, in the luiJst of modern 
cOlnforts. Let us look at our pron1ised reward, at what 
Dayid cans God's retribution; and let us see if 10okinO' 
o 
at it will not hinder our fainting so often, and falling so 
far short in the observance of the Ten ConUl1andUlents 
and in the conscientious discharge of our relative duties. 
Leaying all mysteries aside, what kind of a life shall 
we lead in heaven? 
First of all, it is a life of inability to sin. 'Yho is not 
burùened by his proneness to eyil? "\Vho is not vexed 
with the facilities of sin? It is true we love God 
poorly. Yet we love IIiIn well enough to make it a 
positive pain to us to offend IIim. Even in our present 
state of low attainnlents there is something wonderfully 
attractive in a life of inability to sin. But it wotùd 
be nUlCh nlore so, if we loved as the saints 10veJ. It 
will be lnuch more so, by God's grace, before we have 
done. Then think also of the painful ascetic yjgilance 
which we are now obliged to keep up. That will all be 
gone. There will be no more possible discOlnfort of 
conscience. It will be the joy of our life to be secnre, 
that all we do will be sweet lnusic and beautiful worship 
in the sight of God. But this is not all. Our life will 
be one of facility in worship, of an enùless unintermit- 
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ting inundation of spiritual sweetness. 'Ve read won- 
derful things of this sweetness, in tIle lh es of the saints. 
'Ye haTe had no such experiences as theirs.. But we 
have had, from time to time, little tastes of sweetness; 
and what have they been like ? Now let us be delibe- 
rate. I think that, without any exaggeration, life has 
never given us anything like then1. They have been 
few, anlt transient, and doubtless of the lowest kind. 
Yet the joy of them was not a thing to put into 
words, it was so very, very sweet. But heaven will be 
always that. No! not so. Ileaven, the lowest heaven 
for the lowest of us, will be a life of spiritual sweetness 
far beyond what the hiO'hest saints have ever ex p eri- 

 0 
enced on earth. Now we have to strive, in order to 
pray. It is hard to keep our thoughts up to God. But 
in heaven no sort of effort will be required; but we shall 
enjoy a most delightful facility in the most sublime and 
cxtatic contemplations, with the keenpst sensations of 
delight, of w"hich the raptures of the world's most 
glorious artists, in the heat of their grand creations, is 
but an unworthy figure. All this will be continuous 
and unwearied, and yet ever gushing, as it were, afresh 
and anew from the glad soul, accompanied with such 
Inagnificent expansions both of intellect and heart as are 
beyond our present dreams, even when they are boldest 
and wildest. 
Then think of the life of peace in heaven. Peace! 
let us stay to suck the word as if it were a honeycomb. 
P
ace! Peace! ho\v unlike life, how unlike earth, how 
unlike even the fatiguing activities of grace! I-Iow 
"
e have longed for it all life through, ancllong for it 
now, alas! n10re than we long for Goel ! Ilnagination 
can hardly picture to itself a life without trouble or dis- 
trust, a life without a past to excite regrets, or a present 
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to gall with a yoke, or a future all dill} and misty in its 
uncertainty. The sleep of happy honest labour is an 
Ïtl1age of this delicious calm. The way in which lant! 
and sea, lakes and woodlands, as if their display of 
morning beauty had tired them, seenl to lie down afresh, 
and sleep in the noonday sun, is an emblelll of our 
heavenly rest. The starry skies at soundless n1iJnight 
give us a feeling which we cannot express, but which 
helps us to a notion of the utter peace of that blissful 
IIereafter. Yet, after all, it is like no other peace; for 
it is a participation in that peace of God which oyer- 
passes hunutn understanding. Can all this be for us ? 
Is it actuaìly one of our pos::;iùilitics ? Nay, nlOre than 
that, nearer than that, likelier than that. An ocean of 
heayenliest peace, bound in 111ysterious and gbd tran- 
quillity, in,.iting us to sail upon its boson1, onward into 
brightncs') fur e\'er anll for cVèr,-Oh if this were all, if 
there were nothing but this peace, is it not a more 
than sufficient rewarJ for a long life of austerest holi- 
ness ? 
Then, after the resurrection, there arc the pleasures 
of sense. ,Vho can tell the powers of enjoJ111ent which 
there will be in the glorifie{l bodies of the j list, raised 
up in the likeness of Jesus? In this world of faith, 
the sonses seem stronger than God, because we do not 
yet see IIim. They lead all ll1en captive with a pas- 
sionate captivity. Other pleasures, Inarvellous as they 
are, exerci.se no sllch thraldonl oyor OlU' souls. The 
'world goes wihl with the intox.icating enchalltnwuts of 
sensual pleasures. IIow exq ui:site they are! Think 
of the delight of the eye in contenlplating the beauties 
of nature, and expatiating over n1agnificent scenery, or 
feeding itself on SOll1e fascinating work of art. Or, 
again, reflect how the ear reyels in sweet sounùs anJ is 
2S 
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entrJnced with the spells of music. Hours pass, and 
the lapse of tinle is all unheeded. The rest of the 
outer world has fac1ell away, and the soul hangs oyer 
the abysses of hal'lnony, as if it would break away frOl11 
the body, and drown itself in those deeps of wavy 
sound for ever. Or, again, think with what exquisite 
tranquil encroachment the odours of sweet flowers anll 
arOlnatic gums steal over us, and dislodge cares, and 
weariness, and revive the drooping soul, and put a new 
life into us, and a life of such peculiar spell-bound gen- 
tleness and love. ...\.11 these things will be in heaven. 
They will be there unintermittingly. Only, they váll 
exist in infinitely higher degrees than are possible on 
earth. Yet all this is but a little thing to say of the 
senses of the glorified body. Countless kinds of new 
and unilnaginable pleasures will be opened out to us 
there, each one far surpassing those of earth, pleasures 
worthy of the extasies of heaven, worthy of the n1agni- 
ficence of God. *' 
Iorcover we may not only give our- 
selves up to thenl with unreserved abandonn1(
nt as 
utterly sinless: we n1ay do more. They are not only 
faultless, but they are all of them fresh exercises of 
th e grandest holiness. 'Vas there ever a fairy tale like 
this? 
But the sweetest of all earthly joys is love: and the 
life in heaven is a life of love. Love, more than any 
human passion, has controlled the destinies of the worlù. 
It has been historically the greatest natural 1110tive-power 
on earth. Nay, what of natural brightness each life of 
nlan on earth possesses,-whence conles it, if not from 
100
e ? "\Yhat should we be at this n1oment, if we had 


· II est de!i émotions telIement délicates et des objects si ravissants, qn'on 
ne saurait Ic:> exprimer qu' avec dc;; couleurs ou des sons. Joubert. Penseel. 
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none to love? IIow all our light would becOIne dark- 
ness for a while, until our eyes could bear the light of 
Goel! K ot to have God to love-is helL Yet the 
love of all passionate lovers upon earth, thrown together, 
could not equal the love of the lowest and the cahnest 
soul in heaven. Eternity will give us new powers of 
loving. "... e shall love with some great nameless lo\'e, 
of "\v hich parental, filial, conjugal, fraternal loves only 
represent some portions or some elenlents. The jubilee 
of this inunense power of loving is inconceivable. The 
objects of our love will be 111ultiplied ten thousand-fold; 
and yet the very multiplication of its objcct
 will only 
quicken the intensity of the love. Then consider, that 
the whole of thi
 ocean of affection will always be 
poureù out gloriously in the immortal vehemence of a 
spotless love, unutterably blissful because unutierably 
holy. 
If we were bidden to say which were the greater 
joy,-to love, or to be loved, it WOtÙÙ be hard to gi\?e 
a judgment. \Ye all crave for love. Our whole nature 
expands under its influence. It gives us new charac- 
ters. It converts the deepest Inisery into happiness, 
and it nlakes heroes out of cowarùs. So far as our 
pleasure is concernea
 there seenl to be no lin1Ïts to our 
capabilities of r
cei\ying love. 'Yhat an amount of it 
"'e can drink in, even now and here) while our souls 
are unùeveloped, and our lives narrow, and our hearts 
shallow, compareJ with wh3,t the)"'" will be! Surely, 
then, in heaven we shall be able to absorb oceans of 
love: and as surely there will be oceans to absorb. 
Each one of the Blessed will love us with a Il1iuht of 
o 
love far beyond all earthly love; and the Blessed are 
innUlllerable. The wide strong fiery natures of the 
angels will be poured out upon us in loyc, a love which 
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,ve cannot now define, but a love more deep, more 
beautiful, and more possessing than. hmnan love; and 
of these angels there are legions upon legions. 'Vho 
can think of the bliss of that love with which the sinless 
1\Iother of God will endow us? No fond earthly 
mother, rapt in the exclusiveness of an excessi\Te love, 
ever hung over her firstborn and her onlyborn with a 
fondness like to that, which the 
Iother of Jesus will 
testify to each of the Redeenleù. Shall I dare to speak 
of the Sacred I-Iumanity, or of how we shall share in 
the love which Peter once enjoyed upon the shores of 
Gennesareth, or John when he leaned upon the BOSOln 
in which the Sacred Heart was beating? 'Ye have no 
measures for a bliss like that. Yet all this put together, 
saints, angels, l\Iary, Human Heart of J esus,-it is not 
such a love as the one which still awaits us. Glorified 
though we shall be, we shall still be little, finite, weak: 
and yet out of every Perfection of the ÎInmense, omni- 
potent, all-knowing, all-holy, inconlprehensible, jubilant 
God there will flow into us torrents of be\vildering lo,'e 
in perpetual inundations, overpo'wering us with thrills 
of a vast new life, taking away our breath, and sus- 
pending all the faculties of our souls far, far up mnicl 
unthought-of regions of light, in extasies of an incOIu- 
parable beatitude, like to the Beatitude of God IIimself. 
'Ve shall be eternally swallowed up in eternal love. 
The exceeding imperturbable contentment of heal"en 
is another feature of its life. All the joys, .whether 
singly or collectively, are nlore satisfying than we be- 
lieved they could be. 'Videned, deepened, strengthened 
as our natures are, each joy fills our whole nature to 
the brilll. Yet there is no satiety, eyen while there 
is no craving. .A delightful hunger for more, and more, 
auù always Illore, has possession of us: but it is onlJ the 
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joyous, fresh, vital feeling of hunger, and in no wise a sense 
of want. Each joy seeillS every moment as if it could 
not be surpassed, and yet every moment it is surpassing 
itself, and eyery moment being surpassed by some other 
joy. That inllllortality should be able to enùure such 
vehenlent puls:1tions of gladness will be an eternal 
rniracle. Eternal! this is the last feature of this Lliss- 
fullife. But the word is rather nlusic than l11eaning. 
Eternal! di
tracting thought even when we meditate 
upon it the most undistractedly! It is a bliss which 
shall have no end, because it is out of His bliss who 
had. no beginning. It is a glory always in excess, yet 
always equable, imlllutable yet not monotonous, exhila- 
rating yet inllnortally calnl, lllultitudinous yet simple 
and undistracting, an incredible extasy incredibly new 
for an incredible eternity. 
'Vhat a lifè to lead! But is this heaven? I answer 
both Yes and No. It is the poor part of heaven. It 
is the minor joys of heaven. It is the secondary 
acconlpanin1ents of the real grand joy. It is heaven 
with the heaven left out, heaven without the Beatific 
,rision of our dear God. I have not even dwelt upon 
the spiritual blessedness of heaven, because I shoulJ 
luve had to Ï1nply the Yision. Yet what a life does 
even this faint, thin, weak, overclouded, lower heaven 
present to our Ininùs! If we were continually medi- 
tating upon it, until we familiarized ourselves váth it, 
would it not nlanycllously draw us onwarù towards 
God? 'Vonld it not exorcise many a spirit of worldli- 
ness, which now d wells contentedly amidst the unreali- 
ties of our spiritual life ? Above all, would it not breed 
in us a far deeper abhorrence of sin, a far more genuine 
spirit. of inward repentance, a far more abiding sorrow 
for our n1Ïscrable, ungenerous past ? Yet who are they 
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who h
ve reached that fair haven of their peace? 
Those, and those alonf', who on e
rth took up the 
Cross, and took it up daily; and so, and only so, anJ 
always so, have followed Christ. 
I..et us now turn to hell. It is fearful to think upon 
the union of GoLl's power, wisdon1, and justice in pro- 
ducing this world of punishment, this wonderful, I11YS- 
terious, anù terrific part of creation, which is in its 
desolate mysteries as much beyond our conception as 
the joys of heaven are in their resplendency. Never- 
theless we will leave the Great E,.il, the loss of God, 
out of "iew, and all the horrible details of the cruelties 
of physical torture. Bating all these things, what sort 
of a life will the life in hell be, after the resurrection? 
It will be a life where every act is the nlost hateful 
and abOlninable wickedness. 'Ye shall understand sin 
better then, and be able more truly to fathOll1 the 
abysses of its malice. Yet every thought we think, 
every word we speak, every action """e perforln, we shall 
be comn1Ïtting sin, and comn1Ïtting it with a guilty 
sh:1n1e and terror which will be insupportable. E,.en 
the sins of others will be excruciating tortures to us. 
If we were awakened at midnight in our houses, and 
helt! by strong Inen in the lone darkness, while their 
accomplices were lllurdering before our eyes some one 
whOln we loved most tenderly, how terrible, how des- 
perate, would the torture be ! Our reason would be 
not unlikely to give way. The agonizing moan, the 
wild enquiring eye so glazily fixed upon us, the pale 
contracted face of the sufferer, the fiendlike gestures 
of the nlurderers, and the staring reel st
ill c,'cry- 
where,-these would haunt us all through life. Yet I 
suppose the sight of the hideous wickedncss of hell 
must be incomparably more horrible than this. K eyer- 
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theless amiJ it all we have to live, as best we may, 
eternally, drowned in shame and nliseryand hopeless- 
ness. 
It is a life, for I will speak of it in the present tense, 
in which all possible kinds of bodily agony are united 
in the highest degree. Think of the countless diseases 
to which 1nen 111ay be subjected. Some of them kill 
,,
ith sheer pain in a few monlents. Every limb, every 
deeply hidden nerve, every cell which life informs, has 
a cluster of torments belonging to it3elf. Think only 
of what the h8aù, the teeth, the ears, the eyes can 
suff
r ! Then consiJer all the variety of wounds which 
may be inflicted upon our wincing flesh and our ting- 
ling bone, whether upon a field of battle, or in surgi
al 
operations. Consider also the exquisite ingenuity of 
the tortures of 1neùieval prisons, or of the inhunlan 
contrivances from which the crilninal law of England 
and Scotland has not been free till quite late in modern 
history. All th8se, always at the highest stretch, 
always up to the point of the intolerable and beyond 
it,-such is the life of hell. Nay it is not such; for, 
besides these, there will be an excess of new undreanled- 
of tortures of our flesh, which has lost even the poor 
Inercy of being able to lie down and die. 
This is terrible: but to this you must add the 1nental 
agonies of hell. Envy, despair, spite, rage, gloOl1l, 
sadness, vexation, wounded sensitiveness, weariness, 
loathing, oppression, grief, dejection, wildness, bitter- 
ness,-all these are there, in all their kinds, and in 
unspeakable intensity. Think of a violent access of 
sorrow now, think of the rawness of lacerated feeling, 
think of a day's leaden load of dark oppression. K ow, 
without pause, without alleviation, without even vicis- 
situde of suffering, here is a blank, huge, superincum- 
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bent eternitJ of all these things, "ith an undistr3-cting 
nlultiplicity of wretchednesses far ,beyond the worst 
degrees they could ever reach on earth. But earth 
does not half exhaust the mind's power to suffer.. either 
in degree or kind. The life in hèll will disclose to us 
indescribable novelties of unhappiness. Our vast im- 
mortal spirits will beconle alive with misery and woe. 
New faculties of wretchedness will spring to life. 'Ve 
shall be for ever discoyering new worlds of intensest 
sorrow, of nlost intolerable anguish. But is this to be 
endured 1 It must be endured. 'Ye must lie there 
in disconsolate helplessness for ever. Our n1Ïnds have 
lost also their last poor lnercy of being able to go mad. 
The life in hell is a life also, from which there is a 
total absence of synlpathy and love. This is an easy 
thing to say; but it is not easy to penetrate into its 
significance. The Iniml loses itself when it attenlpts 
to traverse an interrninable desert eternity, where no 
flowers of love, nor eyen their sÍInilitude, can grow. 
Shall a kind voice never speak to us nlOre? Shall a 
kind eye never look at us again? Shall even the 
hearts of the Blessed in heaven, who loved us once 
with such surpassing tenderness, only beat the nlore 
happily because the justice of God is done upon us 
forlorn impenitent offenders? ""'ho can live without 
love? I know not: I cannot think how it can be: 
l)ut I know that we nlust live without it there. Kay, 
nlore than this; hatred will be all around us. Every 
lost soul, every lost denlon, will hate us, hate us indi- 
vidually with a concentration of rage and hatred, which 
it is terrible to think of. There is something insup- 
portable in being hated, something maddening. Eyen 
when we are hated, though few men are really hated 
with a genuine hatred, by only one luan, and unjustly, 
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and ,vith love all round us, conling in fronl every other 
point of the conlpass, see how we run to God, and cling 
to IIim, that lIe may make up to us what we are 
suffering, and take our part, as a just Father, against 
our unjust brother! But in hell we shall be inundated 
with scorn and rage and hatred, and we shall, one while, 
cower in our shmne, as knowing how richly a confirnleù 
enclny of Goù nlerits even nlore than this; and then, 
another while, we shall rave with equal scorn, and rage, 
and hatred against everyone else, eyen while we are 
being crushed by the hollow, vacant ilnpotence of our 
unutterable fury. .t\.. life of universal hatred, sinking 
ever lower and lower in the depths of torturing sh3-me, 
with screams of rage which are not madness, but a 
concentrate(l intelligent misery,-this is the lifè of hell, 
the life that follows upon an over-estinlate of earthly love. 
The life in hell is also a life of terror. Fear may be 
reckoned as one of the greatest tortures to which hUll1an 
nature can be submitted. It "betrays the succours 
of reason" without bringing also the unconsciousness 
of insanity. It is hard to say whether the visible 
approach of some great evil, or the agony of an uncer... 
tain evil, or the distracted fright of a presen t evil, may 
be considered as the worst to bear. Ordinarily speak- 
ing, life is not greatly tortured by fear. It is, for the 
most part, but an occasional visitant, and an extremely 
transient one. In truth, life would be hardly liveable, 
if it were not so. Yet how its visits burn themselves 
in upon the memory as unforgotten dates! But the 
whole life in hell is a life of fear, and of such exceed- 
ing fear as is not known on earth. It is a com- 
n1Íngling of all unholy fears, and a commingling of 
them in the highest possible degree, an(l an adl1ition to 
them of new fears of such terrific aspect and gigantic 
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features as shall be in proportion with the fearfulness 
of hell. Our whole nature, keen, sensith.e, inlffiortal 
a3 it has becollle, will be saturated with fear. .Its very 
pulses will be startings and quakings of horror, hor- 
ror never rellloved but ever new, to which we ne"el
 
grow accustOlllell, but which will strangely lnagnify 
itself to all eternity. 'Ve can only picture our feelings 
by cOlllparing thenl to the torture of a suffocated screaIl1, 
when we fear to betray ourselves, or to a terrified death- 
be-1 without death con1Ïng. One feature of hell will 
en3,bh
 us to bring this home to ourseh'es. 'Ve shall 
be in the hands of dm"ils, q nailing under the cruel 
manipulation of those hideolls, incorporeal, shapeless, 
fornlless, gigantic spirits. 
rhey will do what they will 
,vith us. It is their office to distress, to rack, to 
torture us, with a yindictive cruelty and a demoniacal 
skill, of ,vhich ,ve can form no conception. j)lighty 
creatures! awl yet their 111agnitude, their fury, their 
oppressive fiery natures cannot crush the wretched life 
out of us their trembling, awe-struck yictiuls. To be 
thrown down mniJst a herd of wild horses, to be con- 
fined for a night with an unchained frenzied 111urJerer 
in his condenlnell cell, to be locked in, hound hand and 
foot, aJl).ÍcJst a crowded ward of howling nìaniacs, all 
loose awl free,-what light and easy endurances these 
would be, compared with those wild panics of terror 
in hell, a terror which can neither escape, nor hide! 
itself, nor die. 
It is a life also without pauses, diminutions, or ,.icis- 
situd
s. X 0 angel eyer wings his way thither on an 
erranJ of consolation. All the united eloquence of hell 
could not bring one drop of ,vater from earth's thousand 
fountains, to cool the torture for one lightning's flash of 
tÍ1ne. l\.ll is unintern1Ïtting. Our nature has become 
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111auJ'-sided to bear its n1Ïllion agonies which are 
separately gnawing at it. It has become stronger than 
adam:lnt, that it may not be shivered in pieces by the 
colossal tortures of those appalling, monstrous execu- 
tioners. To this unintel'Inittingness should be added a 
threefold anguish, which may be considered as the per- 
m3-ncnt disposition of the suff
rers in hell. There is the 
, anguish of ill1potence. "\Ye can do nothing. ,Yo are 
tied down. 'Ve cannot stir. 'Ye cannot even rO:1ffi 
anll wantler over the lurid regions round about us. 
'Ye cannot use any actiyities which might distract us, 
or put forth any energies which Inight give us occupa- 
tion. 'Ye are helpless in a desperate intelligent 
paralysis. 'Ye cannot even toss to and fro, or turn 
from sille to sille. 'Ve are fastened to our place. 
Look at it. 'Vo shall never move from it any lllore, 
never, never, never. It is the anguish of itnmobility, 
under which we are helpless without being passi\'e. It 
S3en13 a. cruelty, enough to drive us ,vild to think of. 
Yet to this ilnpotence ,ve n1Ugt add also an intolerable 
restlessness, but an unshifting restlessness. Every lilnb 
will throb with uneasiness, every nerve vibrate with 
restlessness. It will peck at the heart as a vulture 
pecks at its prey. 'rhe SOlÜ will thrill with unrest, 
until it makes every sense tingle, as with burning 
neelUes, because of the unbearable torture of this rest- 
lessness. Every moment, even an imlnortal soul, even 
a deathless body, will feel as if this nervous and nlental 
agony of restlessness coulll be borne no longer; and yet 
it must be borne still, an<.l it Jnust be borne for eyer, 
and it must be borne without its ever becoming easier 
to bear. 0 that srare<.l tumult of eternal sleeplessness! 
who shall enåure it? Yet a third agony adds itself to' 
the other two, growing out of them, out of the Ï1npo-' 
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tence antl the restlessness. It is the Inisery of an 
illlpatience ,vhich has no hope, an impatience which 
can only be a spirit of blasphemy, a loathsome- burning 
abhorrence of God, which the lost creature is obliged 
hiu1self to abhor, even while he inwardly raves with the 
fever of it. 'Ye cannot fancy what it is not to hope. 
'Ve cannot put into forn1 and figure in our own n1Ïnds 
the unimaginable blackness of a soul, from which all 
expectation, all prospect, all future has been rellloved. 
Its only future is the everbstingness of its intolerable 
present. 'Ve have sometillles a flash of pain, which just 
darts over the linlit of what is bearable, and we utter 
a peculiar shriek. It is heard on the battlefield when 
the diaphragm is stabbed through. It occasionally 
accOlnpanies the crash of apoplexy. It is the body's 
uttermost cry. Conceive an inward life of a deep, 
broad soul, which shall be for ever in itself the spiritual 
reality of which that corporal cry is the most inadequate 
expreSSIon. 
Yet this is the bright side of hell! How bitter the 
word
 sound; yet it is not bitterness which pronlpts 
them, but the intense fear which pierces through nle 
like splinters of ice at this moment. This is hell, with 
the hell left out, the crowning woe, the loss of God. 
This is hell without the fire, and the brilllstone, and 
the darkness, and the discordant noises, and the weep- 
ing, and the wailing, ancl the gnashing of teeth. It is 
the minor adjuncts <;>f hell, the torments to be thought 
least of, the nliseries which COlne nearest to being bear- 
able. Could we persistently nleditate on all this, and 
still be what we are? Are ",.e quite clear that this 
win not be our eternal destiny? Is there anything in 
life to be cOJnparecl for importance with the barest pos- 
sibility of tIus ? lue our lives at all a sensible effort 
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to avoid this? 'Yhat is our inward repentance like? 
'Vhat are our mortifications, our tears, our cries, our 
alms, our unworldlinesses? Irow do we stanll towards 
our past sins in the way of penance and contrition? 
IIow are we dealing with our present temptations and 
occa
ions ? V{hat pains are we taking about our reso- 
lutions for the future? Even at the best, it is not clear 
of anyone of us that we shall escape hell. To all of 
us hell is an imminent possibility. The saints tell us 
that they, who feel surest of not going there, [Ire the 
likeliest to be nlistaken. IIa\7e we an attachulent to 
any sin, however yenial? Are we bargaining" ith God, 
and trying to eyaùe strictness? These are the begin- 
nings of hell already in our souls. But which of the 
dead have ayoiJeJ hell? Those, anJ those only, who 
on earth took up their Cross, and took it up daily; 
and so, anù only so, and always so, have followed 
Christ. 
Now, dear, blood-ransoll1ed souls of men! how docs 
modern spirituality look in the soft light of heaven, 
and in the grim light of hell? I have put before JOU 
but thin shadows of their lesser realities. I did not 
think you would bear more. But I hope these thin 
shaJows will lead you on, until the ohlfashioneù heaven 
and the oldfashioned hell come into you, and take their 
l'ight place in your spiritual life. By the light of these 
things, then, what judgnlent shall we pass on nluch of 
the popular spirituality of the day? On that junlble 
of theatres, operas, balls, sho\ys, pageants, and expen- 
sivenesses, with churches, hospitals, confessionals, altar- 
steps, penances, and charitahle cOlumittees,-on that 
neglect of the relative duties of our stations to parent
, 
to servants, to children, for church-functions, and fancy 
dcyotions,-on that fayourite confusion of the purgative, 
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illmninati'Te, and unitive ways of hC?liness,-on the lax 
doctrine of yocations,-on that obli,'ion of the olJ- 
fashioned capital sins, such as envy and iJleness,-on 
that fastilliousness which is the secret fuel of impurity, 
-on that eternal gossip of direction and criticis111 of 
sernlons,-on that ill1patience of ùry painstaking medi- 
tation,-on that appetite for liberty of spirit, and a 
vain inlitation of the saints,-on that hankering after 
Counsels without heeding the interior and spiritual 
observance of the Conlnlandnlents,-on that inordinate 
craving for inwarel peace at any cost,-on all this whr.t 
juc1g111ent shall we pass? l\Ieditate on heaven aTIll 
hell, anel then you will be fitting judges. I do not ask 
JOU to do so bccause it will nlake you happier. It will 
Inake you happier, because it will make you holier. 
But I want you to do so, because gently and in tilne, 
solidly yet without ,'iolence, it will lead you to do 
braver penance for your sins, and to repent of them 
with a Inore inward repentance: and this inward 
repentance is the grand necessity of the clay. I shall 
be n10re content with your spirituality, when you can 
say to God with David,* in unabashed sinlplicity, I 
have inclined In}" heart to do Thy justifications for 
evcr,-because of the reward. 


· Ps. cxriii. IIZ. 
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There are some thoughts, which, however 01t1, are 
always new, either because they are so broad that "
e 
never learn then1 thoroughly, or because they are so 
intensely practical that their interest is alwa:ys fresh. 
Such thoughts are for the most part very conlmon 
thoughts. They are so large and so tall that they arc 
obvious to all capacities, like the hug
 lllountains which 
are visible frOlu the plain. They require no peculiar 
keenness of vision; for no one can fail to perceive them. 
Now among such thoughts we nlay reckon that thought, 
which all chilllren know, that God loves everyone of 
us with a special loye. It is one of the COlllUlonest 
thoughts in religion, and yet so amazing, that, when we 
cmne to look steadily at it, we COlne nigh to not 
believing it. Goel does not look at us merely in the 
mass and multitude. As we 8h3.11 stand single, and 
alone, before His judgment-seat, so do we stand, so 
have we always stood, single an(l alone before the eye 
of His boundless love. This is \vhat each nUln has to 
believe of hÍ1nself. From all eternity God determineù 
to create me, not sinlply a fresh lllan, not simply the 
son of my parents, a new inhabitant of my native 
country, an atlJitional soul to ùo the work of the nine- 
teenth century. But lIe resolved to create nle, such 
as I anl, the me by which I mn lllysclf, the llle by 
,,,"hich other people know llle, a different Jne froD1 any 
that have ever been created hitherto, and fr01ll any 
that will be created hereafter. Unnumbered possible 
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creatures, which GoJ saw' when lIe. chose me, He left 
to remain in their nothingness. They might have wor- 
shipped I-IilU a thousand times better' than I shall ever 
,vorship IIilu. They might have been higher, holier, 
and more interesting. But there was some nameless 
thing about nle which I-Ie preferred. IIis love fastened 
on sonlething special in me. It was just Iue, with nlY 
individual peculiarities, the size, shape, fashion, and 
way of Iny particular, single, unmate<J. soul, which in 
the calmness of lIis eternal predilection drew IIiIu to 
create IUè. I should not believe that God was God, if 
I diJ not believe this. This is the profession of faith 
".hich each of us should make in our hearts. I cannot 
tell how nlen endure life, who do not profess this faith 
in the Creator's special love. 
l\Ioreover, we Illay go on to say, this specialty never 
leaves nle. God's preservation of 111e is ill truth a con- 
tinual new creation. In sonle respects it is almost 
nlore wonderful, and nlore special, than nlY original 
creation. Other nlen are constantly dying. 1 an1 
singled out to be kept alive. lIalf 111ankind die before 
they conle to the end of boyhood: I am selected for 
the maturity of age. 
Iust I not infer then also, that, 
in the sight of God, I stand in some peculiar relation to 
the whole of II is great world? I clearly belong to a 
plan, and have a place to fill, ancl a work to do, all 
which are special; and only DlY specialty, my particu- 
lar l11e, can fill this place or do this work. This is 
obvious, and yet it is overwhelrning also. I ahnost 
sink umler the weight of the thought. It seenlS to 
bring God so very near. Yet on looking back over my 
past life, awl considering it especially in reference to 
nlY present position, I see, that while I haye had the 
lllost perfect liberty, I have really had very little to do 
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with bringing things about, or settling nly.self in my 
present position. It has been done over nlY head, and 
outside of me, with exceeding suavity and yet at the 
sanle tinle with exceeding force. I have had very 
little practical influence over nlyown destiny. This is 
one siùe of the question. 13ut then there is another 
side to it. If I am to be in a special place in 
God's plan, and do a special work for I-lim, and no 
other place is IllY place, and no other ,vork is my work, 
then I have a treIuenclous power over myself, a power 
the consequences of which may not only easily be eyer- 
lasting, but as a nlatter of fact must positively be ever- 
lasting. I come in sight of the most overshadowing 
responsibilities. Responsibility is the definition of life. 
It is the inseparable characteristic of nlY position as a 
creature. I anI constantly moving, constantly acting. 
I move iIllpulsively, and I work negligently. "\Vhat 
then becomes of IllY special place and of my special 
,vork? From this point of view life looks very 
erious. 
Slu'ely w.e must trust Goù. with a huge confidence, or 
we shall be frightened into going and burying our talent 
in the earth! 
Kow what is it about us, which ,vas the prinle object 
of Goù.'s love, when lIe chose us for creation? It 
cannot be put into words. It is just all that which 
l11akes us ourselves, anù distinguishes us from all other 
selves, whether cre:tted or possible. It was precisely 
our particularity, which God so tenderly and so in- 
tensely loved. The sweetness of this thought is alnlost 
unbear2blc. I ùraw in nlY breath as if to convince 
myself that I am alive. I lay nlY hancl on my heart 
to feel its beating. First I sn1ile, and then I weep. 
I hardly know what to do with lllyself, I anI so delight- 
fully entangled in the lllcshes of di vine loye. Tl.1is 
26 
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specialty of Goers love startles me more and nlore, the 
longer I familiarize nlyself with if. I am obliged to 
lllake acts of faith in GOll, acts of faith in all. His dif- 
ferent perfections, but the greatcst act of faith in this 
specialty of I-lis love of me, of nle such as I anl, such 
as I know nlJself to be, eyen such as lIe knows me to 
be. Deeper and perpetually deeper, taller anel ppr- 
petually taller, the shadow of nlY responsibilities is cast 
upon me. But it is not a dark shadow, not dcpressing 
but inspiring, sobering but not paralyzing. I see 
plainly that illY love of God nlust be as special as God"s 
love of nle. I nlust love .Hinl out of Iny special place, 
love I-lim through my special work: and what is that 
place, what is that work? Is not this precisely the 
question of questions? 
"\\'"hatever God does, teaches us lessons. Each one 
of IIis works has 111any significancies. All possible 
interpretations are true, so long as they be worthy of 
IIis nlajesty. .A.t the very outset the specialty of God's 
loye of us teaches us some les
ons, ,yhich ,ve 11111St at 
least enumerate before we go further. The first is that 
there is no service of God except that of loye. "\Ve 
l1lust love I-Iim with a hopeless lo\'c, despairing of our 
('yer bcing able to love IIim as we ought. 'Ve lllust 
love IIinl with a brave love, which incleeel calculates 
grace, but does not calculate difficulties. 'Ye must 
love IIim with a swifL, pushing love, which, like a tree, 
is fastening itself 
leeper in the ground with its roots, 
,vhile it is also clinlbing higher into the blue sky. 
God's loye of us is so bewihlcringIy great, and so 
bewilderingly 
pecial, that we HUlst loye IIim with a 
glorious love, to be worthy of the name of love at all. 
But this specialty of IIis love also teaches us to be 
afraiù.. Our love will be no worse for this, Lut all the 
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better. It is indeed a fearful thing to have to do with 
God. It is fearful to think how much lIe expects of 
us, and yet with what justice He expects so HIuch. 
It is fearful to think of the sea of grace around us, 
which so n1uch loyc, and so special a love, in1plies. 
It is fearful to think how easily we may slide out of 
our place, how easily we Inay Iniss of our work; and 
then whither shall we fall? Truly, to wander away 
from God eternally seems a cheeringly hard thing to do 
w hen we think of lEs much love of us, and yet aln10st 
inevitably easy when we think of His special love of u&. 
That specialty, which makes Iris love so sweet, is just 
the thing which makes our responsibilities so terrible. 
E\'en hmnan love is half fear, and more than half fear 
when it is more than conlmonly sweet. ,Yhat then 
shall we say of divine 101'e? At least thi'3, that he, 
who loves most, fears most. 
Furthern10re, the specialty of God's love impresses 
upon us the necessity of slowness in our dealings with 
lIin1. It must not be the slowness of unwillincr serTice 
I:) 
or of frightened service. It must be a pron1pt and 
generous slowness; only it must be slow. There is 
no hurry in eternal things. ,Ve must indeed run to 
do the conlmanclments of God; but we n1ust run cau- 
tiously, anù look about us while we run. A man n1ust 
move very cautiously among complicateù n1achinery, 
especially machinery which is as swift and powerful 
as it is conlplicated. If we are not slow, we shall miss 
things. ,Ve shall n1iss seeing God, and n1Ìss hearing 
lIinl also. "\Ve shall not do our work wen, and we shall 
leave the places, where we have worked, littered and un- 
tidy. ,Ye can hardly be reyercnt unless we are slow. 
"
 e cannot speak, c"en to utter acts of love, when we 
have run ourselves out of breath by our precipitation. 'Ye 
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haye to do with a God, who paused tranquilly for fonr 
thousancl years, when the "world ,vas falling into the 
dismal abyss for want of Jesus. "l1'at is spec.ial needs 
to be exact; and all accuracy takes til11e. So in this 
sonse, we 111USt in the spiritual life lot God do tho 
swiftness, and we will do the slowness. Then, once 
nloro, the specialty ùf Goel's love teaches us tlwt we 
111Ust confine anJ concentrate olu'selves very cletern1Ï- 
nately on our own place and work, which that love has 
assigned to us. In the matter of Goel's service, generals 
are good for nothing. They are universally ineffica- 
cious. 'Ye HUlst come to particulars, and we must 
fasten ourselv"es on particulars, and rest in theIll. Then 
of course it is of the utnlost consequence to us that we 
shoulrl fasten on the right particulars. In other woreIs, 
it is almost of as nluch iInportance in the spiritual life 
to know what to leave undone as to know what to do. 
Indetermination has ruined as Illany good beginl1ing
, 
as either resistance or negligence. It is woll to pause, 
and think of that. 
'Yhat is our nex.t step? 'Ye hayc seen the specialty 
of God's lo,-e for U'5, and the lessons which it teaches 
us. K ow let us look at the 3piritual life in the light 
of this single but all-Clnbracing truth. The view we 
generally take of it is this. There are I11uItitudes of 
people, who by the help of the sacranlents keep their 
heads aboye ,v;'lter, clear thenlseh.es of mortal sin, anll 
save their souls, through the anlazing compassion of 
GO(1. In reality the frequentation of the sacrm11ents, 
along with what that frequentation ÏInplies, is a spiri- 
tuallife. For it is a life of grace, not of nature. It 
couILI not end in s::tlyation were it otherwise. But we 
gonerally use the term spiritual life in a nlore restricted 
scnse. 'Ye 111ean by it, an ainling at deyotion, at the 
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eY:lngelical counsels, or at the perfect interior keeping 
of the C0I11111ancln1ents. Of persons so ain1ing we think 
that a S111a11 number of then1 haye what we call voca- 
tions. These Yo
ations are of three sorts. They arc 
either to the ecclesiastical state, or to the religious life, 
or to SOlne very special life of in war<l cOl1t
nlplation or 
of outward philanthropy in the world; and these last 
we account to be very rare. The renlaining vast Il1UI- 
titudc of spiritual persons have no vocations. They 
simply relnain in the worlJ, sanctifying then1sclves in 
their proper place an(l by their proper worl::. Certainly 
this <':ivision expresses a truth, but it expresses it yery 
badly, so ba<11 y as to lea(l us to a f
lse view. The 
truth is, and it follows fi'OlTI the specialty of God's loye 
of us, every man has a distinct vocation, a vocation of 
his own, a vocation which may be like other Inen's 
vocations, but is llJVer precisely tIlC same. }"or con- 
venience sake we 111ay class people in the spiritual life , 
accorJing to their devotions, or outward position, or 
peculiar work. nut these divisions do not include 
everything. No two of us are alike. God saw a 
specialty in us eternally. It ,vas this specialty which 
He loved. It is this specialty which decilles our place 
ana our work in IIis creation. 
Thus then we have each of us a vocation of our own. 
X 0 nlan or woman on earth has the sanle. There bas 
never been precisely the saIne vocation since the \Vol'lll 
began. It will never be precisely repeated up to the 
day of doom. No matter what our position in life may 
be, no nlatter how ordinary our duties nlay seem, no 
matter how commonplace the aspect of our circun1- 
stances, we each of us have this grand secret vocation. 
'Ye arc, in a certain inaccurate and loving scnse, neces- 
sary to God. He wants us in orùer to carry out lIis 
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plans, and nobody else will quite do instead of us. 
IIere is our dignity; here also is our duty. 'l'his is 
the deep fountain of our love; this also is 1:he de('p 
fountain of our fear. Our vocation is as real a Yoca- 
tion, as distinctive a vocation, as the vocation to be 
a Carll1elite or an Ursuline, a Franciscan or an Orato- 
rian. It is less visible, less easy to describe. ",Ye 
Jl1ay be less certain about it, and it is far harder to 
know. But there it is, a regular anù cOll1plete yoca- 
tion. If tlüs is true, all spiritual life is sinlply work- 
ing at randOln, if it is not based either upon the 
knowledge of this vocation, or upon the enùeavour to 
finù it out. That vocation, whatever it is, is God's 
will about us. He may never intend us to know it 
fully. But He intends that we should try to find it 
out. Holiness consists simply of two things, two 
endeavours, the endeavour to know God's will, anù 
, the endèavour to do it when we knoW" it. 
Now have we considered this truth practically anl1 
s
r.iously ? Is it always before us? I do not sa.y, 
Do we, each of us, know our own vocation; for that I 
hold to be a matter of quitc secondary importance, 
though doubtless of importance. The sense of our 
yocation, the feeling that we have a vocation, peculiar, 
special, individual, unmated in the whole world, the 
faith that this vocation is one of pure love, that it flows 
straight out of our eternal predestination, that it is at 
the lnercy of our own free wills, that all the endless 
grace, which comes to us, comes because of that yoca- 
tion, and that it lies around us either as a revealcll 
or unrevealed revelation, an interpreted or an uninter- 
preted vision,-this is truly the inlportant matter. ",Ye 
know neither God nor ourselves nor others, until we 
have this knowledge. It puts oth8rs into their true 
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positions towards God, and ourseh
es into our true 
positions towards them. It 111akes us first to feel that we 
are GoJ's property, anù then to act as Iris property, and 
not our own. It also 111akcs Goel our property. lIe 
is not only our Goel, but our own God. He is really 
ours in a way in which lIe i
 no one elsc'8, through 
Ilis special love of us scparatel y. He is not distant. 
lIe is not conn11on property between all lEs creatures, 
though lIe is most truly so. Iris ar111S are not rounel 
all men, anel round us aIllongst thenl, though verily I-lis 
arms are so round us. But lIÏs arnlS are round our 
own selves. 'Ve have IIÍ1n all to ourselves, in secret 
caresses, in private embraces, in a privilegeel exclusive- 
ness. He is the God of our o,yn souls,-simply, 
sweetly, truly, our own private God. I anl always 
pleased with St. Jane Franccs ùe Chantal for being so 
sharp with the pedantic lady, who 
aicl that for fear of 
selfishness, anù attachment, anù a want of holy poverty, 
she woulJ only call God GoJ, not her G-ûLl, her own 
Gml. *" The Blessc(l 1110ther would not hear of it. 
She had been brought up in a different school. 'Ye 
nlust be of her school. 'Ve know of no such wire- 
drawn distinctions. 'Ye are greedy of God, and will 
have Ilinl all to ourselves, leaving Ilis infinite wisdom 
and power to manage how to be exclusively every body 
else's God, while we have the exclusive enjoyment of 
Ilim for ourseh-es. 
Nowhere do we find God so infallibly as in the special 
vocation which IIe gives us. TIut this outward provi- 


. In like manner we read of the Jesl1it, F. Gil1Iio Fazio, the author of the 
famous treatise on lIortification. that when he was dying, and, taking the 
Crucifix in his hand, had said the words, .. I wish to live, I long to die, in the 
urms of my Lord," he kept repe:l.tingo over and oyer again the word my. and 
seemed, says the writer in the )I.
nologio. as if he were sucking in some deli- 
cious liquid. ],/enologio. Gennajo. 5. 
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dence does not altogether settle what this vocation is. 
It settles lnuch, but it does not settle 
ll. 'Ye have an 
inward life to live as well as an outward one, "anel the 
inward cOlTIpletes the outward, fulfils the ollt\yal'l1. 
The inwarù life more often interprets the outward, than 
the outward the inward. It certainly is an overwhehn- 
ing truth, anel yet a cheering one, that we have all got 
a special vocation from God. Indeed I should say nluch 
nlore about it, and show how astonishing it is from 
e\'ery point of yiew, if it were not just now nlY business 
l'ather to explain nlatters, than either to excite your 
feelings or to give way to my own. But there is 
another truth lying close to it, which is alnlost as 
astonislling. It is this. 'Ye are continually receiving 
special revelations frOln Goù. 'Ye live in the midst of 
revelations. 'Ye are ahnost always inspired, not merely 
nowanel then, but alnlost alwaJs, and in a very true 
and peculiar sense. In other words, we are continually 
receiving what we ordinarily call inspirations. There is 
hardly ever a complete silence in our souls. Goel is 
whispering to us wellnigh incessantly. 'Yhenever the 
sounùs of the worlel die out in the soul, or sink low, 
then \\
e hear these ,vhispering
 of God. This is so 
invariable that \ye COlne to believe lIe is always whis- 
pering to us, only that we do not always hear, because 
of the hurry, noise, and distraction which life causes 
as it rushes on. Thus lIe is for ever telling us IIis 
"
ill, not only by IIis Church and in Iris 'Y 01'<1, but 
privately. These inspirations are like private revela- 
tions to us. There are, as JOu may suppose, nlany 
intricate and difficult questions connected "With these 
in:-:;pirations. This is not the time to enter upon these. 
I only want to put theln before you at present, as part 
of the specialty of God.'s love towards each of us sepa- 
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rately. )Ioreover these inspirations are inlIDcdiatcly 
connected with our special vocation, whatever it lTIay 
be. They are given either to show us what our special 
vocation is, or to enable us to do our special work, 
even if we are not to know that it is our special work. 
They are to our vocation what the sun anel rain are to 
the seed or the growing plant. They further GoJ's 
special de.3ign upon us, and enable it to develope itself. 
Iloliness of the highest kinLI is distinguished by the 
quickness anI fineness of its ear in detecting these 
inspirations, and by its prOlllptitude and docility in fol- 
lowing then1. 
If we have rightly estimated the inlportance of OlU. 
special vocation, we shall S3t a due value on these 
inspirations. But as the vocation is itself a source of 
holy and salutary fear, so likewise are the inspir
tions. 
God ever speaking, the ,vorlcl m.cr 111aking us deaf,- 
this is sonIething like a description of our state. The 
very delicacy of the operations of grace m
kes ue;; fear, 
because it nlakes our correspondence to thell1 a m
 ttcr of 
such nicety. Gml and the soul form a world by thClu- 
selves; and unless we live an inwarcllife in this secret 
world, these operations of grace will esc;pe unperceived. 
"
e cannot ùoubt but that, even with our utnlost dili- 
gence, we are continually 111issing divine opportunitics 
in our souls. "\Ve Inust strain our ears to catch our 
inspirations, or they will sound only like an inarticulate 
Illurillur, even when they are not inaudible altogether. 
"\Yithout an inward life we Itaye no chance of discern- 
ing them. Not ullfrequently they require other ears 
than our own to hear thenI; very frequently other 
luincls than our own to unùerstanù theIne This is part 
of the neces5ity of spiritual direction. "\Ye have to take 
SOllie one else into the councils of our inward life to 
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protect God against ourselves, to guarantee HiIn, as far 
as Inay be, against the ,vrong which self-love is always 
ready to do Him. 
)Iany of these private inspirations solicit liS, plead 
'with us, hang about liS, repeat their invitations, for 
weeks, Inonths, or even years. Others come anù ask, 
,vait a while, and go away again, anù return after a 
long interval. Others come and ask, and hardly wait 
for an answer, but pass on like a flash of lightning. 
Some of those ,vhich go COlne back, some do not; of 
those which come b:tck some return soon, some late, 
some once more, some repeatedly. Some explain thmn- 
selves, some si!l1ply present themselves to be welconled, 
and if not adlnitted, depart to return no Inore. You 
s
e they are numberless and very various. Yet each of 
them is a glorious gift, each a divine operation, each 
an incomprehensible compassion, each a pri\Tate revela- 
tion, each a distinct reinforcement of that special design 
for which God in Iris creative love fashioned us in Iris 
own mind from all eternity, when Ile might have made 
what seems even to our self-love a better choice. It 
makes us nervous to think of the Inultitude of these in- 
. 
spirations, their apparent waywardness, their divine sus- 
ceptibility, ancl their extreme rapidity. "\Ve are al
1ost 
tmnpted to despair in the midst of our own inward 
world of divine things, amidst all this bewildering 
apparel of sanctifying love. Yet, even in the case of 
the most momentary of our inspirations, our sanctity, 
possibly in son1e indirect ,yay our yery salvation, may 
be mixed up with our docility to theIne It is to them 
at any rate that we are to look both for a disclosure of 
our special vocation, and for light and fortitude to work 
it out successfully, and in the way of God's will. It 
will be part of our an1âzen1ent, when we are judged, to 
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see what a life of inspirations we have had, and what 
imll1enSe holiness we might have gained with C0111para- 
tive facility. 
'Ve must never, then, disjoin our inspirations from 
our vocation. It is the two toO'ether ,vhich contain the 
o 
specialty of God's love of us. But I must speak now 
of our knowledO'e of our own secret vocation. I most 
o 
fully adnlit that it is a very great advantage to us that 
we should know it. In fact the knowleùge of it is one 
of our most influential graces. Nevertheless cOlllpara- 
tively few men do know it. Of the multitudes who do 
not know it, some half-know it, SOHle suspect it, some 
are half-right and half-wrong in their idea of it, and 
some haye not the renlotest notion of it; and there are 
most excellent persons in everyone of these classes. 
Then, again, of those who do not know it, some remain 
unknowing through their own fault, and some because 
God keeps them in ignorance. In the case of these last 
we lnust suppose that they are kept in ignorance for 
their own good, and that their ignorance is itself an 
operation of grace, and an act of divine love. There 
111ay be reasons peculiar to themselves for ignorance 
being better for them than knowledge. Their vocation 
may be of such a nature, that there nlight be certain 
spiritual dangcrs in th.eir knowing it, or their knowledge 
of it n1Ïght go far towards frustrating its fulfilment, or it 
may involve so much suffering that nature would shrink 
frOll1 it if it foresaw it. It must be enouO'h for them to 
I:) 
be sure, that their being kept in ignorance is a work of 
divine lovc. At any rate we must all guard against two 
temptations in the matter. The first is a teInptation to 
discouragelllent, because we cannot find out what our 
special vocation is, or what special attraction of the 
I10ly Ghost is Ï1nplied in our inspirations. 'Ye must 
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relnenlber that our yery ignorance may be part of our 
vocation, and that OlU' inspirations 111ay purposely avoid 
illumin
ting that portion of GoJ's will about us.. 1\Iany 
men of en1Ïnent sanctity have to live in their own souls 
as in the profound magnificence of a cavern, in which 
th2Y see partly by the strange reflections of those stalac- 
tites which get light we know not whence, and ahnost 
seenl to create it, and partly by their eyes becon1Ïng 
habituated to the gloom, and learning supernaturally to 
see in darkness. All discouragement is based on the 
thought that GOllloyes us less than we thought He did. 
'Ye may be confident that this ignorance, if it is from 
IIim, is no proof of the littleness of IIis love, but rather 
of its grandeur, ancl certainly of its specialty, which after 
all is the sweetest thing in love. 
The second temptation is to think that God is laying 
snares for us. There is often a great appearance of this 
in the spiritual life. An inlpaticnt and distrustful heart 
fancies it detects God circumventing the free-will, which 
lIe does not aHow Hinlself absolutely to overrule. 
The very yastness of our grace makes it present the 
appearance of an entanglenlent. K ot unfrequently also 
we separate ourselves insensibly from God, and glide 
into a current of self-will, which silently and swiftly bears 
us far away. Then God mercifully disposes outwarcl 
events, with fitting inward graces, and with gentle 
111astery brings our lives back to the point at ,vhich we 
left IIiIu. This is in reality a most beautiful ingenuity 
of compassion, and often an answer to our frightened 
pr.1yers. TInt it has a look of interfering ,vith our free- 
will; ancl in those unloving nloods, when we take every- 
thing in a ,vrong way, we 111ay come to suspect the 
goodness of God. His love suffers in its credit, becauso 
it has been affectionate enough to resort to artifice, not 
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for its own sake, but for ours. l\Ioreoyer Goù always 
rmnains essentially unknown. He, who C0111111Ïts him- 
self to God, docs not know to how lnuch he cOlnmits 
bimself, nor to what. 'Yhcn we follo,y our inspiration& 
we always COlne to gi ,"e IIÏ1n nlore than we prOll1iseù. 
Still our prOlllise was a prOlnise, and not a bargain. 
The grace of generosity consists in its ignorance of the 
entire sacrifices it has nlade inevitable to itsplf by its 
loying trust in God. 'Yhen our heart is hot with love, 
the sight of these deceivings of diyine love fills us with 
rapture. But in cold tÍ1nes, the same sight n1akes uS 
suspect God, and resolve to be cautious with Him. 
Yet we should be greatly surprised if IIe was to put 
before us the hundreds, perhaps thousands, of prote
ta- 
tions ,ve have 11lade to lIim in years past, that he was 
to do what lIe liked with us, that ""e freely gave fIirn 
all we wcre, all we had, and all we ,vere capable of suf- 
fering, th
t we desired to !laye no will but IIis, anel 
that we only wanted one thing, which was to love IIim 
more, and we diLl not care what it cost us. You see 
He has done no nlore than take us at our word: anel 
,ye nlust not care too nlllCh about the petulance of our 
cold seasons. They were certainly great praycrs to 
make, but we ,vere sincere when we nlade theIn, and, 
if it had to conle over again, we should commit our- 
sclyes once more just in the sanle ,yay. Kay sOlnetinles 
it seenlS as if we were unfairly entrappcel by an equivo- 
cation in spiritu
l matters. 'Ye have promised in one 
sense, and Goel has chosen to understand it in another. 
o these are grand tinlcs! They ought to put us into 
great spirits; for they are divine fan1Ïliaritics, and unu- 
sual graces are latent all around. Presently, if only we 
do not stand on our rights, we shall be raised we know 
not whither, but smnewhere far nearer IIiIn than we 



- 


414 ALL )IEX HAVE .Å SPECIAL VOCA.TION. 


être now. Furthermore, we may be sure that a timo 
of divine ignorance has fewer snares than a tinle of 
tlivine light. 'Yhere GoJ is concerned, we 111.:1Y walk 
with more unhesitating confillence in the dark than in 
the liaht. There is no snare in GoJ.. 
ö 
lIenee it is, that I haye so often repeateJ, myself to 
you about the necessity of having a filial feeling towards 
God. I often see that you know what is conling, when I 
begin on that subject. You smile, because it is already 
so fan1Ïliar to you: for a sermon, like a song, nlay 
have a burden and refrain, and half a dozen burdens 
lllay do duty for a hundred songs. But really anything 
like an interior life is out of the question without this 
filial feeling towards God. You 111USt belieyc, you 11HISt 
trust. You must walk rather by your own faith about 
Him, than by IIis manifestations of lIirnself. 'Ye 
creatures are in no condition to judge of IIim by 
appearance. But our faith comprehends lIim. He is 
our Father. That is II is gran(l relation to us. .A.ny 
acts of IIis, which seelU to contrac1iet that, can only be 
transcendental proofs of it. The problelll of the world 
burns in SOllIe nlen's hearts like an uneasy fire. But 
if their whole hearts were on fire with the love of 
G<;>J, where woulJ the problenl burn then? There 
woulll be no roonl for it inside. GoJ is nlY Father, 
andlle coulJ not persuade me to the contrary IIinlself. 
This is the position which faith takes up. It is the 
only position on which a spiritual life can be built. All 
our graces have to do with our special yoeation. Our 
ignorance of our vocation, if it be from GoJ, is one of 
the appropriate graces of our vocation. A really inte- 
rior spirit will see cause for special thankfulness to GOI] 
for the graces it has not received, as luuch as for those 
it has receiveù. IndiscrÏ1uinate grace woulJ have been 
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its ruin. The soul wonla have been in1pctlecl by it in 
accomplishing its special end. It woulll have been 
either a sickliness, like a forced growth, or a defol'1nity, 
like a hindered growth. It is a great grace, that our 
one spcci::tl grace should not be interfered with. Spiri- 
tual mixtures are confusions. 'Yho are the blind ll1en 
in the spiritual life, but the overladen with good works, 
the oppressed with pious practices, the overworked with 
devotions, the overdriven by activities? Still I am 
willing to grant that the knowledge of their special 
vocation, which some men have, is an enviable grace. 
But-ana please to observe this-no lllan will ever be 
an interior n1an until he has reconciled hiInself to the 
idea of inequalities in grace. 
Besi<les which, this divine ignorance is never total. 
There is always a glimnlering, which the soul ackno,,".- 
ledges as its leader. How little there was to lead the 
Kings of the Epiphany, and yet what would they have 
lost, if they had decided not to follow the star! "T e 
may take this star as an illustration to us of the doc- 
trine of vocations and inspirations. l\Iany a star has 
risen to us in the clear blue night of faith, and we have 
not followed it. 
Iany a leading light has stood oyer 
where the Young Child was, as it were beckoning to 
us with a brightnes
, in which, moclest as it was, we 
felt there was sOlnething heavenly; and yet we havo 
turned away, awl have now clean forgotten it. If we 
could but haye hearts to feel, and eyes in our souls to 
see, where we really are! There are good angels round 
us, and graces are raining down upon us, great ancl 
small, all our lives long, and inspirations are falling 
upon us, thick as snow-flakes, and ahnost as softly and 
as silently, and we are fastened with a thousand fasten- 
ings to great unknown eternal purposes, and We feel 
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thenl no nlore than a strong man feels the cobwebs an(l 
the gO:-;SaIller on the autunlnal grass; and all the while 
,ve are closed all round, and waned in, not so much 
with the sun and nloon and stars, with the air" and the 
floor of our own planet, as with the living and inevitable 
presçnce of the AIl-holy, who will not spare us one 
mOlnent fronl Iris sight, and who even while we sleep 
expects us to do our w.ork of glorifying lIill1, and whose 
love of us, and therefore His jealousy of us, is as 
everlasting as IIilllself. 
But there nlay be some whose ignorance of their 
vocation is their own fault, or, if not in any fault at all 
as yet, who nlay come to the knowledge of it by using 
the proper means. A nlan, who does not lead a life 
of prayer, of course does not lead a life of light; anù he, 
who does not dwell in inward light, can neither see God 
nor unùershlncl Iris ways with us. If then we would 
learn ,vhat our special vocation is, or at least make 
that endeavour to learn it, which God expects of us, 
we must begin by being interior, by attaining that habit 
of seeing in the dark, to which I have already alluded. 
God must be watched, in order to be known; and we 
must watch lEnl on our knees, and in the lowest place 
within ourselves to which we can sink. Thus we shall 
learn llluch, if we do not learn all. 'Ye shall learn 
enough to give us the opportunity of being nIuch holier, 
even if we do not learn the precise thing of which we 
fire in quest, namely, our special vocation. Then again, 
as spiritual direction is almost a necessary condition 
of self-knowledge, so is it in ordinary cases almost an 
inevitable condition of the knowledge of God's dealings 
with our souls. As heavenly apparitions are visible to 
some of the 'bystanders, and not to others, so God's 
movelllcnts in the soul are often l11anifest to the eyes 
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of others, and hiJden from our own. Sometimes there 
are nrltural reasons for our not understanding the opera- 
tions of grace within ourselves, and sometimes there 
are supernatural reasons for their being invisible to lIS, 
or inexplicable. 'Yhile ,ye must be accurate anll punc- 
tual in the examination of our conscience, we must also 
lean on some one else, and be content sometimes, an(l 
within certain lin1Ïts, to see with his eyes anll to hear 
,,
ìth his ears. If we do not lead interior lives, our 
whole course may be changed without our knowing it. 
SOlnetinles this happens through some little inobseryance 
of our own, which hardly amounts to a fault, an(l yet 
is pregnant with consequences. Sometimes new cir- 
cumstances gather round us, and an invisible hancl 
presses the helIn, and our life steers upon a track 
almost indistinguishably like its old one, yet leading 
to a very different quarter. Hence to our own inward 
'vigilance and to our docility to intelligent and llisin- 
terested direction we must add a quiet observation of 
what happens to us from without, and which is God's 
external providence oyer us. A pondering, a grateful, 
pensive, admiring pondering, of past mercies is a very 
different thing fronl that sickly self-inspC'ction which 
unnerves so many pious persons, and is unwholrson1c to 
all. Our past years are a scroll of prophecy, full of rules 
and intimations for the future. Like the prophet, we 
111Hst eat the scroll, awl eat it often. A spiritual life, 
arranged inJepenllently of our outward circnnlstances, 
antI alongside of our external duties instea(l of upon 
thenl, is simply a stronghold of delusions. 
But the SUL'cst Inethocl of arriving at a knowlcdge of 
Goel's eternal pnrposes about us is to be fountl in the 
right use of the present 1110111ent. ,y e n1u
t esteem 
our present grace, au<.l rest in it, nULl with tranquil 
21 
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assiduity correspond to it. Our present grace is the 
nlost infallible will of God. It is a revelation frOll1 
Goel, which ahnost always brings its own authoritatiye 
interpretation along with it. ,Vhat we want for our 
sanctification is not merely grace, but the right grace, 
the right grace at the right tÏ1ne and in the right place. 
Goel's will does not COlne to us in the whole, but in 
fragnlents, and generally in small fragments. It is our 
t>i1sil1ess to piece it together, and to live it into one 
orderly vocation. Like a lantern in the night, grace 
gives light around our feet, a circle of light just wide 
enough to prevent our stulllbling. nut then we must 
look at our feet. If we strain our eyes into the gloom 
ahead of us, we shall stumble in spite of the lantern: 
nay sOlnetinles we shall even stumble because of it, its 
shadows mo,;'e so suddenly, and with such unwieldy 
strides. Our present grace is also the one least beset 
with delusions, and we can act safely upon it, although 
perhaps not conlfortably, even when we do not see how 
it matches with what has just- gone before, or how it 
can fit into any concei\Table future which our circum- 
st
nces will allow. The hours are like slaves which 
fóllow each other , brinaina fuel to the furnace. Each 
L) ;:) 
hour conles with some little faO'O'ot of God's will fastened 
L)L) 
ùpon its bacle. If we thus esteem our present grace-, 
we shall begin to understand God"s purposes. It seems 
an easy thing to do, anù yet it cannot really be easy 
because so few do it. - One man is always pulling the 
past to pieces, while another man is marching with his 
head erect into the uncertain future, disdainful of the 
present. Strange to say, intentions are more exciting' 
than actions, and therefore more attractive. For safety 
and for swiftness, for clear light anJ successful laboUl
, 
there is nothing like the presBnt. Practically spealLng, 
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the moment that is flying holds more eternity than all 
our past, and the future holds none at all, anll only 
becomes capable of holding any, as it is manufactured 
piecemeal into the present. The spiritual direction of 
nlultitudes of men consists of nothing but keeping them 
to this; anJ it is one of those unlikely works which 
has the misfortune of being seldom successful, even 
though it ig indispensable, and on the whole least 
successful, where most indispensable. 
But we may follow all these rules with adequate 
fLlelity, and yet not find out our special vocation. 
True, but we have found out that it is Gorl's will we 
are not to find it out; antI surely there is no repose like 
that of a certain will of Goel. \\Then we have ascer- 
tained that, we are contented. The endeavour to learn 
our vocation is the way to learn it, though it does not 
secure the knowledge of it. But it secures our sanctifi- 
cation, and therefore its results are practically the same 
as if we dill know our vocation. The endeavour sanc- 
tifies us more than the attainment of our end, ancl it 
does so because it deals only with present grace, and 
so with ascertained wills of God. So long as our igno- 
rance is not our own fault, love is all rOlll1d us, and we 
are on the right road. To SOlue, as I saicl, God gives 
a clear view- of- their special vocation. He gives it 
them as a grace apparently independent of their endea- 
vours, anJ before they have made any. On some it 
dawns gradually, like a slow sunrise, and nlakes many 
a beautiful revelation of God in the changeful splendours 
of its rising. On some it flashes all at once without any 
reason that we can see, and without our haying expected 
it. Sometimes on the other hand it comes like one of 
those expected things, which have the charm of always 
coming unexpectedly. To some the yision of it is 
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granted, when they are Jet far off from the fulfilnlent 
of it. To others it unveils itself only when they are 
upon it, so that they almost fall over it, and SOITIe ùo 
fall over it. Now it is plain that the knowledge of our 
vocation will affect our whole spiritual life. 1\Ien, "ho 
enjoy the vision of it, lead specialli,es based upon that 
knowledge. It is a great grace, but only to those who 
have it. It would not be a great grace to those to 
whom God does not give it. 
But the majority never know what their vocation is, 
because God does not intend them to know it. It is 
part of their vocation that they should not know it. 
They even fulfil their yocation and do not know that 
they have clone so. They have no feeling of it at the 
\ery nloment they are fulfiIling it. This ignorance is 
as great a grace, as the knowledge would haye been, 
though it is a less consoling one. If it be less in itself, 
it is better for us because it is fitter for us. The size of 
our graces is not of as much consequence as their suitable- 
ness. They must fit us, and they lTIUSt fit each other, 
and they must fit the end which God has in view for us. 
Thus we may be tranquil and courageous in our igno- 
rance. But, eyen if we belong to the third class of 
men, those who through their own fault do not know 
their special vocation, there is nothing to hinder our 
courage or our tranquillity, if only we are earnestly 
endeavouring to learn God's will about us. "\Ye n1ust 
not fret. Fretting neutralizes grace. It looks a little 
eyil, but it is in truth a great one. 
If there be retrospect in eternity, and the Yision in 
front of us does not absorb us wholly, I conjecture that 
our life will present this picture to us. In the far back 
of an unbeginning eternity we shall see a clear and 
specbl purpose for which God created us, an indi- 
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vidual specialty, which lIe has never quite repeated in 
any' other of lIis creatures, a special attraction which 
called out His love to us, or rather which His loye 
Ï1n.ented, and which nlaùe us n10re dear in IIis sight 
than possible better lnen ,voulù have been. This 
specialty decided our yocation upon earth. It fixed 
our place. It determined our time. It fashioned our 
work. 
-\.11 the mercies of our lives had their faces set 
towards it. Outward circumstances made a current 
which drew us that way. ..1:\11 our graces were in order 
to it. . All our inspirations, like according notes in 
ll1usic, were a unity, ancl each sounded out of that eter- 
nal purpose, and seemed to call us on to its fulfilment. 
Each present 11l0l1lent was a partial de-velopement of 
the one grand special end: and now our glory in 
heaycn answcrs to the old eternal specialty of God's 
loye about us. The one eternity looks the other eternity 
in the face. Thus we have all along had the arms 
of God's special, and indeed singular and unshared loye, 
round about us, and in the light of our Blessed Home 
,ve see with rapture, that all has been predestination, 
anù that all has been free- will. 
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"'orlfI-,,'eariue8s, no grace, 134- 
Worldly people make too little of 
death, [13 


Printed by P.ic.hardson and Son, Derby. 




 


æ 


PUTILISIIED BY 
TfIO
IAS RICIIARDSO]" .AXD SOX, 
147, STR

KD, LOXDO
; 
9, CAPEL STREET, DUBLIN; AND DERBY. 


NEW WORKS OF DR. FABER. 


IN THE PRESS, AND WILL SHORTLY BE REA.DY, 
Second Edition, (Fourth Thousand) Price 6s. 


THE FOOT OF THE CROSS: OR THE SORROWS 
OF MARY.. 
WI TH A COPIOUS IN DEX. 
JUST PUBLISHED.. 
SecotJd Edi.tion, (Fourth Tnousand) Prjce (Ss. 
THE CREATOR AND THE CREATURE, 
OR THE \VON DERS OF DI VI
E LOVE. 
ETHEL'S BOOK
: or, TALES. of the ANGELS. 
Price 

. 6d. 
POE:\IS. Third Edition. Price 78. Gd. 
SIR LANCELOT. A Tale of the 1\liddle Ages. 
Second Edition. Price 58. 
ALL .FOR JESUt;: OR rfHE EASY, 'VAYS OF 
DIVIXE LOVE. (Sixth Edition. Eleventh Thousand!) Price 5S. 
THE BLESSEP SACRA
IENT; or the 'VOHKS 
AND WAYS OF GOD. (Companion to" ALL FOR JESUS.") (Second 
Eclition. Fourth Thousand !) Price 7s, &I.. 
GRO'VTH IN HOLINESS,. or the PROGRESS 
OF THE SPIRIfUAL LIFE, (Second Ei1ition, Fourth Tho\1sand!) 6s. 
Au ESSAY on CANO
 lZATIO.N a
ld BEATIFI- 
CATlU
, Price 38. 
AN ESSAY O
 TIlE INTERESTS ...t\.ND 
CHAUACTElnSTICS OF THE LIVES OF THE SAINTS. Price 2S, 
AN E
SAY O
 CATIIOL{C 1IO
lE 
lIS
IO
S, 
printed wrapper, price IS. 6ù. 
A LETTEH. TO THE :\IE
IßERS OF THE CO
- 
FR.\.TEnNITY OF THE )IOS1' PltECIOUS ßLooD. Û11e Halfpenny, 
THE ROSAHY;. OR TI-IE LIFE OF oun LOUD 
JESUS CHRIST. Price One PenJ1\'. 
HI 
INS FOR THE PEOPLE, adapted to popular 
tunes, l
rice Id. 
THANKSGI VING .A.FTER CO
L\IUNIO
. From 
.. AI.L FOR JESUS," Price Id, in wri:\pper. 
A SCLIE
lg OF I
l'El{CESSOnY PRA YEH 
fOP. THE :\IOXTU, for the use of the Confraternity of the Precious 
Blooù. J'rice Id. 


.
 



 




 


æ 


Published by Richardson and Son. 


TITnEE BEAUTIFUL PRI
TS OF THE TIOLY 
SOULS IN PUP..GATOHY. With Verses. Price One Penny each. 
TI-IE LO
DON OIL\.TORY AND THE U.NIO
 
KEWSPAPER. Being Three Letters on the Respect Due to Our 
messeù Lorù. Id. 


Ready for tlte Press. 
1. BETHLEIIEJL 
2. IIY
I
S A"XD SACRED POETRY. 


EDITED .BY DR. FABER. 
ORATORIAN LIVES OF TI-IE SAINTS. 
Translated frOll1 various languages, for spiritual 
reading, with Prefaces, post 8vo., cloth lettered, 
price 4s. per volume. 
St. .Philip Neri, 2 vols.-Companions of St. Philip 
Neri, 1 vol.-St. rrhomas of' Villanovfl, and St. Francis 
Solano, 1 vol.-St. Rose of Lima, B. Colomba of Rieti, 
and St. Juliana Falconieri, 1 vol.-Fathers of the 
Oratory, B. Sebastian Yalfl'e, De Santi
 .Matteucci,l vol. 
St. Ignatius, 2 vols. B. Sebastian of Apparizio, 1 vol. 
St. Alphonso LÎ!
uorj, Õ vols.-Companions of St. Al- 
phonso, 1 vol.-P. Clavpr, Cardinal Odescatchi, 1 vol. 
1", Anchieta. Alvera Yon Virmunùt, V. John Berch- 
mans, 1 voL-St. Mary Magdalene of Pazzi, 1 yo1.- V. 
Benedict Joseph Labre,l vol.-Fathers of the Orat.ory, 
V. Fabrizio DaH' Aste, V. 
Iariano Sozzini, 1 yol.- 
V. Margaret 1\1. Alacoqne, and St. Catherine of Bologna, 
2 vots.- St. Joseph Calasafictins, B. Ippolito Galantini, 1 
vol.-St.. CamiUus of Lpllis, V. Louis da Ponte, and F. 
La Nnza, 2 vols. - Fathers of the Orator)?, Talpa, 
Eustachio, and Preyer. 1 vol.-Fat.her3 Segneri, Pina- 
. monti. and V. John De Britto 1 vol.-B. Leonard, of 
Port Maurice, anù B. Nicholas Fattore, I vol.-St. Jane 
Frances de Chantal, 2 vols,-St. Catherine of Ricci, 1 vol. 
St. .Fr'ancis of Assisi, 2 vols.-B. Paul of the Cross, 3 vols. 
St. Francis de Sales, 1 vol.-St, Peter of Alcantara, and 
Yen, Father Ignatius Azevedo, 2 vols.-Pope Benedict 
XI V. on Heroic Virtue, 3 vols. 
Sets complete up to present time, forty-two vol
. Æ8. 88. 
Any volume may be had separate. 
The whole may be had in every style of bindin.q. 


DEVOTIOY TO THE IIEART OF JESUS, with 
an Introduction on the History of Jansenism. By the 
REV. F.L\..THER DALGAIRNS, 
Priest of the Oratory. ThirJ Edition, superfine cloth, 
lettered
 88. Gd. 



 



 




 


æ 


Pttblished by RiclzclNlson ancl Son. 


IN THE PRESS. 
AN ACCOUXT 
OF THE CELEBIL.\.TION 


OF THE 


JUBILEE 
OF ST. CU1'HßERT'S COLLEGE, 
JULY 21, 1858. 


C08TAIXING THE ADDRESSES DELIYEIlED, AYD 
"THE IIIDDEN GE
I," 
A SACRED DUAUA COMPOSED FOR THE OCCASION. 


WORKS 
BY TI-IE RIGHT REV. DR. ULLATI-IOR
E, 
BISHOP OF BIR
nNGHAM:. 
A PLEA FOR :TIIE RIGH1;S AND LIBERTIES 
OF RELIGIOUS 'VOl\1EN, with reference to the BiH 
I proposed by Mr, Lacy. demy 8vo" superfine paper, 6d. 
I THE IIOL Y l\IOU
TAIN Oli1 LA SALETTE; 
A Pilgrimage of the Year 1851. Fifth edition, printed 
wrapper, Is. üd. 
THE I
I
lACULATE CONCEPTION OF THE 
:l\10THER OF GOD. All E
position. Superfine cloth, 
lettered, 3s. Gd. 
THE DISCOURSE delivered at the Opening 
Session of the Second Provincial Synod of Oscott, 6d. 
THE OFFICE OF A BISHOP. A. Discourse 
delivered at the solemn Thanksgiving for the re-establish- 
rnent of the Hierarchy, de my Bvo., superfine paper. 
second edition, Gd. 

OTES ON THE EDUCATION QUESTION. 
CO
T 
NTS :-On our Act.ual Position-On Inspection- 
On Building- Grants-On Teaching- and Training Schools 
-On School Attendance-On our 1!
uture Policy, demy 
Bvo. Is. 6d. 


This day p?tblisl
ed, 3 'Vols. Suo., price 20s. 
ABP. KE
RICK'S 
TIIEOLOGIA DOGl\IATICA. 



 



 




 



 


Published by Richardson ancl Son. 


IN THE PRESS. 
TilE. NE,V GLORIES OF TIlE 
CATIIOLIC CHUHCH. 


TnA
SLATED FROM THE rl'ALIAN, 
BY THE FATHERS 
OF 1'HE LONDON ORATORY. 
At the request of the Cardinal Archbishop of \Vestminster. 
\VITH A PREFACE BY HIS E
IINENCE. 


This little work, which the Holy Fathpr desires to have 
translated into all the langlla
es of Europe, contains the 
acts of the recent martyrs of the Corea, Cochin China, aUtI 
Oceanica. 
WILL BE PUBLISHED IN A FEW DAYS. 
ßIANUALE VITÆ SPIRI'rUALIS: 
CO
TINE
S 
LUDOVICI BLOSII 
OPERA SPIRITU ALIA 
QU.1ED
\..)I SELECT.A, 
AD USUl\I PRÆSERTU[ STUDIOSÆ- JUVENTUTIS, 
CURA E'l' STUDIO, 
CAROLI NE"\VSII...t)I, S. T. D. 
Prelate Domestic. Sa.nctitatis suæ, et 
Collegii S. Cut 11 berti Pl'æs. 
CU
{ PRÆFATIO
E 
Erñi et Rmi CARD. 'VISE
IAN, 
Archiep. Westmon. 


IN THE PRESS. 
\VALKING \VITH GOD; OR D\VELLERS IN 
THE RECREATION HOUSE O.b' THE LORD. 


IN THE PRESS" 
l\IAXL\IS. TAKEN FRO:\I THE 'YORKS OF 
ST. FRANCIS DE SALJ::S, disposed for each day 
throughout the year. 'l'ranslated from the Italian, by 
'VILLIAM BURKE. 



 



 




 
I 
I 
, 
i 
I 



 


Pttblished by Rich{u'dson and Son. 


PATROLOGIÆ CURSUS C O
IPLETUS. 
s. AURELII AUCUSTINI
 
16 volumes, folio, superfine paper, Price only 1:.5. 
Very Cheap. 



[A
UAL OFBRITlSH A
D IRISH HISTORY; 
illustrated with numerous Maps, Engravings, and Statis- 
tical, Chronolo
ical, and GenealogicaJ Tables. By the 
Rev. Thoma.s Flanagan, Vice-President, Sedgely 
Park, 8vo, cloth lettered, 10.i. 6d. 
COXFERE
CESofthe Rev. Pere LACORDAIR.E, 
Delivered in the Cathedral of :Notre Dame, in P;u'is. 
'l'ranslated from the .French by Henry La.ngdon. Dedi- 
cated to His Eminence Nicholas Cardi Hal \Viseman, 
Archbishop of 'Vestmillster, with beautiful Purtrait, thick 
demy 8vo" superfine paper, cloth gilt, 15s. 
ST. PETER: HIS N
\
IE AND HIS OFFICE 
as set forth in Holy Scripture. By ThomRs 'V. Allies, 
M.A., author of " The See of 
t. Peter. the Rock of the 
Church," " A Journal in France," &c., demy 8vo., super- 
fine paper, best cloth gilt, 7s. 
.Just published, price 2s. superfine cloth lettered, 
l\IOXTII OF THE SACHED IrE-ART O
-, JESUS. 
TRAXSLAT.ED FRO:--! THE FIU:
CH BY THE 
REV. GEOnGE TlCKELL, S. J., 
With a Preface by the Translator. 
fßj The work from which this Translation is mRde. 
I appeared first in 18:36; it is now in its eighteenth edition; 
· 'aud its anllual sale amounts to 10,000 copies. 
:l\IAXUAL OF DEVOTION TO TI-IE SACRED 
HEART OF JESUS. By the Rev. Father Gautrelet, 
S. J. Translated from the French by a Priest of the same 
Society. Frontispiece, superfine cloth, lettered, 2s. 6d. 
THE LILY OF ISRAEL; OR THE LIFE OF 
THE BLESSED YIRGIN MARY, l\10THER OF GOD. 
'l'ranslated from the .French of the ABBE GER BE'r. 
'1'0 which is added. the Veneration of the Bles!'\ed Virgin 
l\Iary. 
ixth edition, snpel'fine cloth, lettered, 38. 
TILE IIIDDE
 TRE
\SUHE: or the Value and 
Excellence of the Holy Mass. By the Blessed Leonard 
of Port l\1aurice. Second edition, 6d" 3d., Js. 
HOURS BEFORE the ALTAR, or l\[editations 
on the Holy Eucharist. Dy:\1. L' Abbe de la BouilJerie, 
Vicar-Geueral of Paris. Translated from the French, by 
a Religious of the Order of tile Visitation, royal3'2mo, ]s. 



 


æ 





1- 


248 
F112 


LIBRARY ST. MARY'S COLLEC 


122444 


FABER, FREDERICK 


248 122444 
F112 
FABER, FREDERICK 
SPIRITUAL CONFERENCES 


DEe 13 


1
qO 
1 5 q 0 



.-. 


n 


:... .... 



